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 |HeLeftHisCalling Card 
| | — Telltale Finger Prints! 


HREE bloody finger prints on the 

cash register! He might as well 

have left his calling card — his 
doom was already written! These silent 
witnesses told the story — identified him 
—convicted him! Live through these 
thrilling adventures right with Detective 
McDonald as he gets Arizona’s first 
finger print conviction. Mail the cou- 
pon below and get this gripping story 
FREE, with 12 others just as exciting ! 


13 True Detective 
Stories— FREE! 


Gripping Mysteries! Gruesome Trag- 
edies! Daring Deeds! Hair - Raising 
Climaxes! Every story will thrill you 
—grip you! You won't be able to lay 
it down until you have finished. 


Think of it! Real Secret Service Operators 
give you “inside dope” on real crime cases, 
They reveal their secret workings — how they 
solved big crimes that baffled the police all 
over the country — how they won handsome 
rewards! These storiesare YOURS FREE!— 
if you act quick! You would pay a good sum 
Whe. for them at-a bookstore or news-stand. Here 


they are yours FREE--for the asking. Mail 
Big Demand for Trained Men 


Make*2500 210,000 a Year 


Send for this Free Book! 
Finger Print Experts solved every one of these 


weird, blood-curdling crimes! Finger Print Ex- 
perts gathered in the great big rewards — were 
appointed to high official positions for their work! 
Every day more and more trained men are needed. 
New Bureas of Identification, new positions are 
opening up all the time. The field is uncrowded! 
Opportunities are unlimited! 





YOU can learn Finger Print Identification easily, in a 
short time — in your spare time —— at home! YOU can 
make $2500 to $10,000 a year as a Finger Print Expert. 
Find out how you can enter this most thrilling, adventure- 
some profession and make big money fast! 





m Mail This MAA for FreeBook --- The Knock of Opportunity 


Is the knock of the postman as he brings this book, “Finger 


" . M $ A : 
: a Prints,” to you. It brings you fascinating true detective 
University of Applied Science. : 

1920 Sunnyside Avenue, Dept. 14-34 Chicago, Ill. + stories. And more! It tells you how YOU can become 
Without any obligation (whatever, send me yout bey, fully ' a Finger Print Expert quickly and easily. It offers you a 
priest ed your ole of a Free Profeasional Finger Print Out- B Professional Finger Print Outfit FREE and a FREE 
fit and Free Course in Secret Service Intelligence. | Course in Secret Service Intelligence. Act Quick l 

" 2 » e. . 
NQMC, MESE AÁÓ a 
ia : University of Applied Science 
Cx ODUNEMNNMEENERIAE I nrc vmm un S : 1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 14-34 Chicago, Ill. 








HERE are times in the life of 
every woman when silence is a 
crime. 


Suppose you know that a friend— 
another woman—is a user of poison- 
ous carbolic acid compounds for hy- 
gienic purposes. Suppose the evidence 
stands on the Pe hn shelf, evi- 
dence in the shape of a bottle with 
the deadly skull-and-crossbones as 
required by law. Is it not the duty of 
one woman to another to speak out 
and speak the truth about poisonous 
antiseptics? 
And this truth is something any 
hysician or trained nurse can verify 
E personal knowledge. It is some- 
thing any woman can vouch for after 
a certain length of experience with 
such compounds, either bichloride of 
mercury or the compounds of carbolic 
acid sold under various trade names. 


Zonite is not dangerous 
to women 


Not that women should abandon 
their efforts to maintain a strict regi- 





foni 


In bottles: 25c, 50c and $1 


Full directions in every package. 


True Detective Mysteries 


the dangers of poisonous antiseptics 
are no longer concealed through silence 


men of personal hygiene. Such an 
ideal of surgical cleanliness is most 
praiseworthy. But it is no longer 
necessary to risk the use of poisons 
for this purpose. A new germicide- 
antiseptic has been perfected which 
removes all danger. 


The name of this antiseptic is Zonite. 
Its germicidal strength 1s remarkable 
and yet its use brings no danger of 
hardening the delicate membranes or 
producing areas of scar-tissue. 


Neither is Zonite a 
danger to little 
children 


Another reason for using 
Zonite is the presence of 
little children in the 
house. How common 
are the tragedies brought 
about by the diee 
use of a bottle of poison 
—perhaps by a child too 
young to know the 
meaning of the death's 
head on the bottle; in 


Use Zonite Ointment for 
chapped hands, cracked 
lips, cold sores and wind- 
burn. Also as a power 
deodorantin vanishing 
cream form. 


important 

statements 
Zonite 

is not a 

poison 
Zonite 

does kill 


germs 





other cases by man or woman grop- 
ing among the-bottles in the dark. 


Zonite, on the contrary, has the 
clean wholesomeness a an ocean 
breeze. There is nothing sinister 
about it. Just think of a power- 
ful germicide so safe that it can be 
held in the mouth! Yet actually far 
more effective than any dilution of 
carbolic acid that can be allowed to 
touch the body. No wonder women 
have welcomed it as a godsend. 


Frank booklet—free 


Send today for our new- 
est booklet on feminine 
hygiene. Read it your- 
self and pass it on to 
others in your circle. It 
deals frankly, concisely 
and scientifically with 
this subject, so impor- 
tant to women of all 
ages. Use the coupon 
below. Zonite Products 
Company, 250 Park Ave- 
nue, New York, N. Y. 


ZONITE PRODUCTS COMPANY 


250 Park Ave., New York, N. Y. 


Please send me free copy of the Zonite booklet or booklets 
checked below. 


Feminine Hygiene 


Use of Antiseptics in the Home 
Please print name 
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He thought he could break all known laws of man and God, with impunity 
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A man usually stumbles into trouble when he is weak enough to waver between his fear, and his love of a woman 
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Ann Hunter did not know why she became involved. Then love came, and 
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He did not realize the danger of associating with crooks è 
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A man who spends years planning to loot an art museum, should be careful whom he allows to take his picture 
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He forgot who he was—and he was charged with murder! 


: OF SPECIAL INTEREST 
THIS MONTH'S CONTRIBUTORS— Who the Writers Are and What They Are Doing 


Cover Design from a Photograph of Ferdinand Hast, Featured Player in “Kongo” 


May True Derecrive Mysteries a Sensation! 
Its Contents Include: 


THE GREAT CARLETON THEATER REVELATIONS OF A VAMPIRE 


MYSTERY The story of a professional gold-digger, 
A beautiful dancer is killed while foot- and how she became one. 


lights blaze. Who did it—and why? 
“BRING BACK BUCKNER, DEAD OR 
THE RIDDLE OF THE ANCIENT CODE ALIVE” 
“An eye for an eye—a tooth for a Murder and intrigue in the Tennessee 
tooth,” read the paper found on the moonshine districts. 


scene of an atrocious crime. 
THE CURIOUS CASE OF THE ji oc ae 
: When those girls disappeared, no one 
ANDREWS PEARLS dreamed they were to be shipped to 
A woman detective sets out to recover foreign shores—nor could anyone guess 
a stolen necklace and—— why. 


These and other stirring, thrilling, detective stories make May TRUE DETECTIVE 
MYSTERIES an issue without parallel. You can get it on the news-stands April 15th— 
but you'd better put your order in now! 
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4th Week — You learn the secrets of 
home and commercial lighting. Work 
with all types of lighting apparatus. 
Practice in contract estimating. 
Electric refrigeration, 


















Actual class demon- 
thecal principles on 
paratus. Your first week 
n fundamentals of prac 
tical electricity. 





12 weeks from to- 
today you can de- 
mand big pay, and 
GET it—if you mail 
the coupon from 
this announcement NOW. 12 weeks from today 
you can have your choice of big pay jobs—in the 
world's most fascinating and interesting field, 


Thousands Earn*50 to*200 
a WEEK in ELECTRICITY 


Yes, Coyne is daily turning out men for biz pay 
Electrical Jobs. Every day, graduates walk out of 
COYNE right into jobs that pay them double what 
they earned before coming to COYNE. Get the 
wonderful big COYNE Electrical Book FREE! 
Read how COYNE takes discouraged, dissatisfied 
men, like yourself, trains them for 12 weeks, then 
helps them into real jobs. See how men and boys 
with little education, no experience, no knowledge 
of electricity at all; men and boys who have been 
working their hearts out for small pay, come to 
COYNE, then step into big ELECTRICAL 
jobs at $50 to $200 a week! And this great book 
shows exactly what YOU will doat COYNE—Whs 
you willido each week you're here—how COY 
will quickly and surely re-make YOU into a big pa 

n! Send the COUPON at once. 


LEARN BY DOING 
COYNE Training All 
Practical 


COYNE is different. COYNE is a practical school. 
COYNE instruction is PRACTICAL. You don't learn 
from lessons at COYNE. You learn from doing JOBS! 
You learn how to DO. And, you learn how to DO, by 
actually DOING. At the end of your 12 weeks of 
COYNE training you will have DON E practically every 
job the big pay electrical expert does in his regular work. 


Work on Real Generators 
Switchboards, Motors,etc. 


No useless theory. Every minute of your time at 
COYNE you spend DOING jobs on real equipment. 
You'll build, repair and install alternating and direct 
current motors and generators; small ones, large ones, 
huge ones! You'll work with, repair and install all 
kinds of automatic control boxes and all other apparatus 
used in modern electrical installations, You'll do house 
wiring, “run” conduits and learn the secrets of factory 
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H. C. LEWIS, President 
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IMA Werk —Storage battery building, 
repair, charging and testing. Lead } 
burning and plate assembly, Ractie 
construction, repair, merchandising 
and selling. 


and home illumination. You'll work on airplan 
and automobile ignition systems, You'll workaa 
' motor and other wonderful 
"eks you" h this vast 
nt, more than n 
learn i lifetime of regular work. ? 
COYNE-trained men are in big demand at 

BIG PAY! . 


After 12 Weeks at Coyne 
You Can Handle a 
BIG PAY JOB 


The electrical industry is tire@ 
of trying to use men who know 
only theory. The industry is 
begging for men_who know how 
to DO things in Electricity. The 
Big Pay goes to the man who 
can step right in and tackle the 
job. That man is YOU—after 
you've been thru COYNE. You 
can say to an employer, “I 
KNOW I can handle this job 
€$50-$200 a week) because I 
Have DONE theworkbefore!” 
"Think what this means to you. 
You can step rightoutof 
COYNE into a BIG PAY job. 
You can't fail—you're bound to 
succeed because you willalready 
have DONE—at COYNE—the 
things you'll do on the job. 


Let MeShow You 
What COYNE Has 
Done For Thousands 


I want to show you what COYNE has done for a 
thousands just like YOU. I want to send you over a 
a hundred photographs of the great COYNE Shops. 

I want to PROV: JU that COYNE can make i 

you a big pay ST S—$50 to $200 a week! I'll 

do all this FREE. Simply send the COUPON. Hi 
a 
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COYNE School cele- 
brates the end of its 28th 
successful year. In honor of 
this event I am making a 
special offer NOW. This 
offer means EVERY- 
THING to YOU. I'll send 
it along with the big FREE 
COYNE Electrical book. All you have to do 
is send the COUPON. This COUPON is the 
mostimportant thing in Your life right NOW. 
Clipit! Fillitin! Let me show you how you 
cari be a sure success in ELECTRICITY. 
Mail the Coupon at once if you want to qualify 
for a big pay job in 12 weeks. Mail it right 
NOW for my Special Offerand FREE Railroad 
Fare to Chicago. 
m um mm mw NN MS NS NN EG MD S SO NO UNO DD 


MAIL NOW : 


H. C. Lewis, President, nC 

COYNE ELECTRICAL SCH 

1300-10 W. Harrison Street, Dept. 47-62, Chicago, Illinois : 
Dear H. C.—8end me FREE the big COYNE Electrical Book. 

Also tell me about your Special Offer and free railroad fare to 

Chicago. Of course, it places me under no obligation. 
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ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 


hed 1999 
1300-10 W. Harrison Street 
Dept. 47-62 CHICAGO 
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Not just one rug, but three! 


border with richly colored figures, 


N 


Three Genuine Gold Seal 


Congoleum Art Rugs! The prettiest and most artistic Congoleum 
Rug pattern ever produced. A brand new pattern, never before 
shown—a pattern of exquisite style, perfect taste, lovely colorings. 


A great big, beautiful, room size 
9 foot by 12 foot Genuine Congoleum Art 
Rug, and two companion rugs to match. 
All Rugs for TEN DOLLARS 
AND EIGHTY CENTS. 


You might almost say — All 
three for ONE DOLLAR! One dollar 
down — one dollar a month. Simply 
pin a dollar bill to the coupon— about 
a year to pay afterwards, easily and 
conveniently. Beauty, utility, home 
comfort; housekeeping satisfaction that 
no housekeeper should miss, for the odd 
dollar now and then she will never miss. 


Guaranteed Genuine Gold Seal Congo- 
leum Art Rugs! All three Art Rugs bear the 
famous Congoleum Art Rug Gold Seal — the 
famous Gold Seal that can’t be placed on “‘sec- 
onds,” or damaged goods, or imitations. 


There is only one Congoleum. There is 
only one Gold Seal Congoleum Art Rug quality. 
The Gold Seal means complete satisfac- 
tion or money back. No ifs, ands or buts about 
THAT. The Gold Seal on Congoleum is an 
unqualified Bond of satisfaction. 

Congoleum is the only guaranteed floor 


covering. Congoleum is the floor covering that 
changed the housekeeping habits cf a nation. 


Here it is offered to, you, in all its love- 
liness, in all its brand newness of pattern, in 
all its practical utility —for little more than a 
ten ddr billl 

Millions of homes are justly proud of 
their Congoleum floors. Heretofore they have 
paid a great deal more to obtain them. Homes 
that own Congoleum floors no longer know the 
back - breaking, heart- breaking ry of 
scrubbing floors. 


$3199 Down—519? a Month 
Thrifty Credit 


All this for ten dollars and eighty 
conta, s read Ag s year’s Go = fk 
ars. and e cen! on approval — 
YEAR'S CREDIT. 2 


Shop around and make comparisons. Go 
wherever Congoleum is sold—and Congoleum is 
sold everywhere. 


Bear in mind that our price includes two 
beautiful companion Rugs— Genuine Gold Seal 
Art Rugs, Our price is a CREDIT price—you 
pay little by little. Our price includes a thirty- 
day free trial offer that enables you to see your 
prone before you bai There would be few 
isappointments in purchasing anything if you 
had this same kind of an offer on averything 


Simply pin a dollar bill to the coupon, 
write your name and address, and mail it at once, 


Waterproof—No Seams—Lies Flat—Never Curls Up—NoScrubbing 








1161 West 35th Street, Chicago 





No orders filled 
in cities of 
100,000 popula- 
tion or more. 
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Clip the coupon 
below. Write your 
name andaddress plainly. 
Pinadollarbilltoit—mail 
atonce. We will ship im- 
mediately—all three rugs 
on approval in one com- 
plete neat package. No 
trouble to lay. satis- 


fanton Seat send a 









It shows thousands of bargains. 
It brings credit without asking. Every- 
thing from cellar to garret always sent on 
free trial for a month. 

Beds — Bedding — Carpets — Rugs— 
Dishes—Cooking Utensils — Curtains 
— Furniture — Lamps. Also Diamonds, 
Watches, Jewelry. All sorts of odds 
and ends for the home. Your request 
on a postcard is enough. 


Spiegel, May, Stern Co. 
1161 W. 35th Street, Chicago 
I enclose $1 for 9 ft. x 12 ft. Congoleum 
rug and two extra companion leum rugs each 
8 inches x 36 inches—Offer No. 521 — all on 
days’ free trial. If I return them, you are to refund 
y dollar, also all transportation costs. Otherwise I will 
$1.00 monthly, until special price of $10.80 is paid. 
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I Will Train You 
- at Home to fill 
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I sa shame for youtoearn $15 or$20 or $30 
a week, when in the same six days as an Elec- 

Days in Radio’ trical Expert youcould make$70to$200—and 
c Lbanketo your interesting - doiteasier—not work half so hard. Why then 
days in Radio. Of course, this | remaininthe small-pa game,in a lineof work thatoffers no chance, 
butTrunfromsi0togiociesr | DO no big prone no big income? Fit Y 


r ourself for a real job in the 
Profit CS US you can ical industry. I'll show you how. 


à done for me.” 
i555 | Re ag Eectrical Expert 
$70 to $80 a p 


Week tor Jacquot | Learn to Earn $3,500 to $10,000 a Year 


I am specializing in 
Auto Electricity and battery | Today eventheordinary Electrician—the “screw driver” kind—is making money— bi; 
ik and indem justgerting money. But it's the trained man—the man who knows the whys and wherefores d 
started. I don't believethere | Electricity—theElectrical Expert—whois picked out to“boss” the ordinary Electricians 
to another * 7) inthe world | —to boss the Big Jobs—the jobs that pay $3,500 to $10,000 a Year. Get inline for one 
like yours. Your lessons are | of these“Big Jobs.” Start by enrolling now for my easily learned, quickly grasped, right- 


eet up-to-the-minute, Spare-Time Home-Study Course in Practical Electricity. 


Da Age or Lack of Experience Get Started e ne, Sen 

S 2 1 B Sor No Drawback Electrical Book and Cooke, ief Engineer 

‘Schreck Youdon’t haveto be aCollege Man; youdon’ thave Proof Lessons, both E. L. Gooke School of 

“Tse my nameasaref o5 n n Woe RR NE Free, Ordai Dreuiodistha 
: eren e icago ngineering Works. nowexactiythe 

and depend on me as a boost- kind of training you need, and will give you that Chicago 


Makes $700 in: 24 










































er. The biggest thing Lever | training. My Course in Electricity is simple, starttoday fora g 
did was answer your adver- thorough and complete and offers every man, re- & bright future Works 
tisement. I am averaging bet- gardless of age, education, or previous experience, the in Beactrictigre 
ter than $500 a month from chance to become, in a very short time, an ‘Electrical Exe Send in 
my own business now) I used pert,” able to make from $10 to $200 a week. Now. 
to make $18.00 a week.” No Extra for Electrical 
A. SCHRECK, Phoenix, Arizona a cease king Outfit 
Plant St ae ius Sestart 


right in after your firstfew lessons to workat your 


P 5 profession in the regular way and make extra money in 
ay raised 150% bx spare time. For this you need tools, and I give them 


o you—5 big complete working outfits, with tools, measur- 






























M "Iwasadumbbell inelectric- ng instruments, and & real electric motor—o outiits in all. 
ity until I got in touch with 
ou Mr. Cooke, but now I Your 
ave charge of a big plant in- So sure am I that youcan learn Electricity—so sure 
cluding 600 motors and direct am I that after studying with me, you, too, can get 
a force of 34 men—electri- into the “big money” class in electrical work, that 
cians, helpers, etc. My salary I wiil agree in writing to return every single penny 
has gone up morethan 150%.” paid me i ion, i when z = M fi = my Course, 
? ou are not satisfied it was the best invest- 
GEORGE E ILLINGWORTH, pee "nt you ever made. And back of mein L. L. COOKE, 
Holyoke, Mass. my guarantee, stands the Chicago Engi- A Dept. 64 
, neering W orks, Inc., a two million dollar MArL 2150 Lawrence Ave., 
institution. & Chicago 


Send meat once without obligation 


COUPON d 
your big illustrated book and com- 


FOR MY plete details of your Home Study 
y" plete in Electricity, including your 
FREE Outfit and employment service offers, 


BOOK 


Ill ProveYou Can Make 


$100 


ekly! 


No Capital Required 
No FxperienceNecded 


al 


Make Big Money Easily, Full or Part Time 


Mabel Travis, a nineteen-year-old girl, hag 
made as much as $22.87 in one day. 

topher Vaughn made $125 in one week. 
Scotti made $97 his second week. A. Gonsal- 
Ralph Mosher 
made $100 in two weeks' spare time. 


ves cleared $75.22 in 24 hours. 


Control Your Own 
Business 


You don't risk a cent of capi- 
tal to get started. You- don't 
need any experience or special 
training. I furnish you with 
complete equipment. 


We are the largest company of 
our kind in America. We have 
been established for 20 years. 
If you read the Saturday Eve- 
ning Post and other leading 
magazines, you have seen ad- 
vertisements of ZANOL Prod- 
ucts. We make 850 wonderful 
products — foods, toilet prepa- 
rations, perfumes, soaps, and 
other household necessities. 
Last year we received millions 
of. dollars! worth of orders 
through our Authorized Repre- 
sentatives. 


Here’s All You Do 


You simply represent us to our 
customers in your neighbor- 
hood. That's all you do. Anc 


I help you to get every dollar's worth of 
I protect your in- 
terests so that you, and you alone, will get 


business in your locality. 


all of the profits. 


This is the very same opportunity that enables 
John Tyler, Pa., to make $30 and $35 a day. 
Mrs. B. L. Hodges, N. Y., averages $18 to $20 
profit a day. B. A. smith, Fla., makes $3 to $5 

A fact, for doing this pleasant, fas- 
cinating, dignified work, our Representatives 
last year made nearly two million dollars profit 


an hour. 


for themselves. 


We want you to realize that 
this is a high-grade proposition. 
^ We help you in every way 


to make large profits, and 

we also offer to provide & 

new Hudson Super-Six 

Coach without any expense 
to you whatever—given to you free. Mail coupon 
for details of this amazing FREE Auto Offer! 
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your own locality. 
own community. 


bank. 
of life. 


Chris- 
John 


Mrs. G. 


$100 Profit 
Every Week 
L. C. Van Allen, 
Nl, says: ''Before I 
accepted the ZANOL 
Agency I was making 
$100 a month, bot 
now I average more than that a 
week.” 
$47 Proñt 
in One Day 
Henry Albers, Ohio, had 
worked at many difer- 
ent things, all with- 
out success, As a ZA- 
NOL Representative he 
has made $47 profit in 
ONE DAY—more than * 
he ever earned before in a week. 


$50 Profit 
First Week in 
Spare Time 
Mrs. K. R. Roof, So, 
Car, is the ZANOL 
Representative in spare 
hours. The first week 
she cleared over $50 
and she has made $15 in an after- 
noon. 





we 


money-making business, 
I don’t want you to send me a cent. 
plete equipment. You'll have the same opportunity that 
enabled Frank Brown, No. Dak., to make $27 in a day; 


RE you interested in a chance to make some 
real money quickly—$10, $15, or even $20 a day 
right from the start? I have a big-paying proposi- 
tion now zdy gegar acceptance. 

ou can make big money —- in your 


You can have your own Hu 
Six Coach which I furnish. 


You need not leave 


son Supers 
You can have money in the 


You and your family can enjoy all of the luxuries 


H. Michelsen made $16 in one afternoon. Eus 
ene Ducat made $45 the first two days. R. T. 

oorehead made $12 in an evening. 
earnings show how simple my proposition is. 
And you can do as well as anybody. 
big money the very first day! 


These 
Make 


No Experience 
Required 


Remember, all that we ask of 
you is to introduce yourself as 
the ZANOL Representative in 
your locality. 'The rest is easy. 
You will be astonished at the 
way the money will come roll- 
ing in. 


You have the opportunity to 
duplicate such earnings as 
these: Edgar Morris, Ohio, 
$210 the first two weeks; R. 
E. Edgerton, So. Dak., $21.60 
in a half-day; Thos. Chiasson, 
Mass., $33.20 in 10 hours. 
Yes, earnings like these can be 
yours because I show you how 
to duplicate them. I tell you 
what to do and what to say. 


My Free Offer 
to You 


If you will sign and mail the coupon 
immediately, I will tell you how to 
get started quicky in this wonderful 
I will give you all the details, 
T'I furnish com- 


Geo. Backes, Okla., to make $15 in one afternoon. 


You do not agree to pay anything or do anything, 
You take no risk. This is your big chance. I e 
show you how to make $100 a week without 

working as hard as you do now So send fos 

full information at once. Don't wait unti] 

someone else gets in ahead of you, 

Don't delay. Mail the coupon NOWI 





CAN OPENERS 

















$430 AN HOUR 
EW invention now makes old style 
can openers obsolete. Flipsentire top 
out of any size can, round, square or 
aboutit. Agents cleaning up fortune. 
Territories being snap: up fast. nd quick 
[ts easy to sell 
ure silk looks like $35— 


Just Showing New 
DEVICE. LS 
s 
oval, at turnof crank. Simple. Absolutely 
safe. Lastsalifetime. Housewives wild 
FREE OUTFIT @ , ©) 
Big FREE OFFER now ready for first 300 men. CÓ 
[XX hi3 
this $14.75 Paris model of 
cause there are 37 4 
equally stunning dresses and coats in the | 


variton line for spring at astonishingly low 
DIRECT TO THE WEARER prices! o 7 
Price the THRIFTY woman can't resist, style the 
SMART woman can't pass up, variety to please 
4 eyery taste in the Carlton line for Spring and Easter. ^ 
4 No selling experience, no know! 
q ness to make money with iton Dresses. 
1 No deposit for complete sam- 
‘No Ch ple outfit. We supply you with 
t everything required to start 
i making money immediately. 
1 We show you how and help you make good. 
1 today, tell us all about yourself, 
$ territory wanted, rences, 


1 CARLTON, Inc. 206 S, Wabash Ave. Dept, 957-AChicag 


2an hour to !85a week! 


AMAZING 
NEW CORSET 


Insures Boyish Form 


DEMONSTRATORS 
EARN $60 WEEKLY 


At last any woman can display 
Youth's grace, and beauty of 
form. Amazing new health cor- 
set, stylish and comfortable, is 
sensation everywhere. Demon- 
strators earn $3.00 to $5.00 an 
hoursparetime. No matter what 
our experience you can make 
jig earnings. emonstration 
corset given. Write for amazing 
offer, and FREE demonstration 
outfit. Start earning at once. 
Quickly establish your own won- 
derful permanent business, Write 
today. 
Grecian Health Corset Co. 


Dept. A4-63 E. Randolph, Chicago, Ill. 


SEPIA BROWN 
Enlargements 


Size 16x20 Inches 
Sensational value! C 
Made from any size photo 
orsnap-shot you may send. 
Each 


Sent on Approval! 


Not the Ordinary Black 


and WhiteEnlargements 
enlargements you will Cherish tor Me. 


nt 4 

I Only 98c— same price for full length or 

F R E E bust pictures, groups, landscapes, pet 
m j animals, or enlargements from any part 

SPECIAL ADVERTIS- | 0f group potaro. RENI RR 
Simply mai 

SEND NO MONEY 5777 qail 


Ahand tinted minia- ho 
ture reproduction of | few days you will receive the enlarge- 
‘orth the 


ments. Pay mailman 98c each plus a few 

price of the enlarge- [cents postage. Money back u you are 
order. This th each not delighted. me pay postage if ue 
e sen ,UO with er, Sepia Brown Por- 
limited. Orderatonce | trait offer is limited. Mail photos at once. 


STANDARD ART STUDIOS 
1217 W. Monroe St. Dept. 44 


e of dress bus- 






Write 
experierce if any, 


































412722 


Bonus and Aulo besides 


Easily made by men and women every- 
where introduced Nationally known 
Macochee Guaranteed Hosiery for 
men, women ild ren, 57 latest styles 
and 39 snappy colors. 

Hundreds without previous selling 
experience — without investing one 
cent for stock are making 

AMAZING PROFITS 
with this splendid line. Why not you? 
Just write orders— Your pay daily in advance. We de- 
liver and collect (or you can deliver—suit yourself). 

No license required—Sell anvwhere. Why not turn 
vour spare time into $2.00 per hour. Automobile given. 
Extra Cash Bonus and FREE HOSIERY for yourself. 
Send for Sworn Proof. We furnish Samples. 
MACOCHEE CO. Road 6374 Cincinnati, O. 
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Preparing Placing you 
you for a in a good, 
better job well-paid 
andaRaise Position 
in Pay 


O. C. MILLER 
Director Extension Work 


AMillionDol. 
lar Institution 


Back of This 
GUARANTEE 


Get this straight—the 
American School was 
chartered in 1897 as 
an educational institu- 
tion, not for profit. So 
you will find the same 
standards of service 
here as in the best res- 
ident schools and col- 
leges. Over 200 of the 
leading Engineers, Ex- 
ecutives and Educators 
of the U, S. prepared 
the instruction we of- 
fer. Their standing 
vouches for its quality. 
This is available toyou 
on terms of only a few 
dollars a month. Write 
for our souvenir book, 
“White Magic," given 
Free in celebration of 
our 30th Anniversary, 


Free Job Service 


The American School is the first 
in the home-study field to rec- 


ognize the need of guaranteeing quick success! 


its courses with < money E 
contract, if the t ing fails t — fo prove you can learn 
at home in spare time! 


e iud the benefits you ex- 

pect. Thus all risk and doubt are 

eliminated —either thetrainin 

will-help you to a better job and 

a raise in pay or it will cost you 3 e s 

penina- To Daler CRIT oub this You'll be surprised how quickly you can 

importar 5I rice, we 5 * zi = 

a Wational employment depart. learn Drafting by our new one-step-at-a- 
time method. We start you off doing 
actual Drafting room jobs from the very 
beginning. Before you know it, you are 
batting out professional plans like a vet- 
eran. Get the first three lessons—the cou- 

Š pon brings them. Do them. Test your 


ment which keeps in touch with 
ability to master Drafting at home. 


the employers of Draftsmen all 
Outfit GIVEN ! Without cost or obligation. 


over the U. S. All this without 
extra charge toourstudents and 
You will naturally expect the American School to [y fmm mm um mm m ER NER N53 UM 
give you the best kind of instruments and tools with ^ ML O0. C. Miller, Director Extension Work 


graduates. 
the best kind of training. This outfit is good enough American School, Dept .D4264 
to use professionally after you finish your training. Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Chicago 
our offer to send me 3 lessons free and facts about the oppor- 
f tunities in Drafting and about your course, looks good to me. 


Mail coupon for description, 
It is understood I am not obligated in any way in making this 












$40 a Week 
or Less — 


I guarantee to prepare you for 
a fine Drafting position, right 
in your home, in your spare 
time; then I guarantee to help 
you find such a position pay- 
ing at least 50% more than 
you earn today, within 60 
days after you complete this 
training, or I will refund the 
small amount you pay for tui- 
tion. We make this agreement 
to prove this instruction will 
make you a real Draftsman. 
Back of this guarantee are 
the entire resources and rep- 
utation of this million dollar 


institution, 7 7l ) 


Now Earning Fap into Drafting: / 


Learn Drafting—how to make and read plans, and the doors of 
opportunity in all mechanical, building, and engineering lines 
swing open for you! There are more well-paid Drafting jobs open 
today than in any other one profession or trade. There’s a variety, 
a fascination to Drafting that will grip you. No other work is so 
interesting, so well paid — no other field offers equal opportuni- 
ties for quick promotion. 


The Draftsman is ^ 
the Boss of the Works! 


Destroy blue-prints and plans, and the wheels of all Industry 
will stop until new ones can be made. Every move of every wotk- 
man on the job is controlled by the Draítsman through his plans. 
Railroads, public works, buildings of a hun- 
dred sorts, machinery, electricity, automo- 
biles—all manufacturing and construction 
start on the Drafting table! That's the kind 
of work to get into, friend. Where you have 




















O. C. Miller, Director Extension Work 























z a Eu ee ecrit 
mericanesNchool 1 — 
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< = 
Dept. D4264 Drexel Avenue and 58th Street, Chicago Ml 6 — — — state _____ 


B. W. COOKE 
CHICAGO 






for this Amazing [efe] Vilo] ` 
FREE cor 


If you're earning a E ceni less 
than $75 a week, get this 
Pree Book now! See the mil- 
lion amazing opportunities for 
Quick Raises in Pay in Auto- 
motive Field. See how Ernest 
E. Tucker, Cotton, Minn., 
jumpea from low pay to $215 
in a week—in only three 
months! See what you can do. 


train 


x OMe. 


BIG 
OUTFITS 








Coupon brings full 
details of my 
wonderful 4 Out- 
fits Offer. In- 
cludes Tools, 
Tool Bag, Port- 
able Electrical 
Test Bench, 303 
Wiring Dia- 
gram Charts, 
and special ex- 
perimentalout- 


your time for 

low pay! You 

don't mene to with 

B.W.Cooke ''Job-Way'' 

Al Get my Free Book. 

out how you can be a Big 

$n amazingly quicktime! Keep your fits. All FREE of 

present job. Stay home. You don't extra Charge. |] 
have to leave your doorstep. Mas- Send for it now! 

ter every Branch of Auto Work 

right in your own home. See how I train you QUICKLY 

1 EASILY to BOSS the Job, or GO INTO BUSI- 

where Big Pay 















comes QUIC K—and up to 


,000 a year can easily be made! [-] 
Needs 
The ias BIGGEST BUSINESS Needs 
Get into this gigantic Auto Business! IT NEEDS 


YOU! Think of it—5 thousand Million Dollars paid to a 
Auto Men every year for upkeep alone! That's why 

there are so many Tremendous Opportunities for Big 
Raises in Pay QUICK for the trained Auto Man— 
opportunities waiting for YOU! If you want to boost 
your pay QUICK, clip coupon now. Common schooling 
all you need. Theip YOU doit. _I give you Li ifetime Em- € 
ployment Service—Lifetime Consultation Service too; 


Get the Make Money QUICK 


fend for this amazing Free Book right 
FACTS! NOW? see how hundreds of men are 
: otim their salaries, making Big eztra 
Don't wait. Make S M money, and gettin into e 
our start for a sinesses of their 


UICK RAISE in — Em" INTE RS- bot almost vipht Cn 
SODA, CLIP the pinti . FEW SHORT WE KS: 
Bou N NOW! OR MONTHS | 


B.W. COOKE 


DIRECTING 
= . ENGINEER 
CHICAGO MOTOR TRAINING CORP. 


1916 Sunnyside Ave. ^ Dept. 455, Chicago 
MAIL 


rats J OB-WAY COUPON 


B. W. COOKE, Directing Engineer, 
Chicago Motor Training Corporation, 
1916 Sunnyside Ave., Chicago, Ill. 









Dept. 455, 


Send me FREE Auto Book and proof that I can become 
an Auto Expert at home spare time. Also send your 4 
Outfits Offer. It is unders that this obligates me in no 
way. 





True Detective Mysteries 


THIS MONTHS 





New Cooperative Plan 
You Can Sell Ladies ' Underwear, 
Dresses, Hats, Hosiery and other 
fast-selling articles to friends and 
neighbors and make from $50 to 
$114a week. Spare or part time 
work. Big selling season now on. 
Compact sales outfit furnished free. 
Youjust take orders and collect cash 
commissions. We deliver and Guar- 
antee Satisfaction. Every woman 
can buy something from you. 100 
chances for profit. Write, just say , “Send 
information about the N. C. M. line." 


NATIONAL COOPERATIVE MFRS. 
Dept. M-4 817 Walnut St., Cincinnati, O. 


IWant 700 Agents 
at$90 a Week 


Men nand Women!Writemetoday andby 
time next week I can place you a paalo 
s ev to 96,00 a 00 ant Door in DAS SEL. spare upto 




































ear and c u 
om. Mill to Home—a complete line for 
whole family, Permanent customers and 
repeat orders. No investment needed. 
mplete sellin, equipe ment furnished 
posit. 


CES to make thou- WriteQuick 


sands of dollars. Excluslveterritory. Extra Serv- 
ice Awards. Cash Bonus. Promotion. No expe-/ 


rience needed. Write t for all part 
WORLD'S STAR KNITTING COMPANY 
1574Lake Street Bay City, Mich, | 





Bernard G. Priestley, author of 


“Lone Wolf, the Boudoir 
Bandit,” the story that begins 
on page 19, this issue 


BERNARD G. PRIESTLEY, was in- 
troduced to the underworld a dozen 
years ago as police reporter in Bos- 
ton’s South End, when that section 
was tough as rhino skin. In the next 
three years he “covered” for a time, 
practically every police district in 
Metropolitan Boston. Then, as a “re- 


to shapely 
roportions— 
while you sleep! 


ANITA NOSE ADJUSTER 


Shapes while you sleep or work* 
Safe, painless, comfortable. E 
id, permanent results 
guaranteed. 50,000 doc- 
tors and users praise it 
asa priceless possession. 
No metal or 


Anita improves 
nasal appearance 





ries MAS ADI N screws. 
write" man on the Boston Herald |>y shaping fesh Small cost. 30-deys free Ni 

ç c . eie rial. rite today fo 

for four years, Mr. Priestley heard |perfect contour “Eber BOOKLET Goi dat 
some of > most amazing of «c ; 

ome of the most amazing of all |awrmA eo, Dept. D-25, Anita Bldg, Newark, N. J. 
New England's crime stories come 





over the wire. 


Men „Women 


$w ant more money? Then write 
me today for FRE E Outfit. No 
experience necessary. I'll show 
you how tosell Harrison Tailored 
Shirts. Beautiful assortment, 9 out 
of 10 men and women order from 
DeLuxe samples. Quality iw 
prices lower than at stores. 


sIOO A wEEK^ 


Harrison agents are making big money. 
So can YOU. Tell me about yourself. I'll 
send you FREE and postpaid my new gold- 
stamped, order- taking traveling case. If 
you are sincere and ambitious, write me. 
HENRY W. HIGH, Pres., Harrison Shirt Co. 


Dept. 31-D 
133-141 West 21st St. NEW YORK, N. Y. 


F or the past five years he has been 
a "free lance," writing crime stories 
of fact and fiction, also devoting a 
great deal of time to research work 
in criminal history. 











He is thirty-four and married, 
having three sons and a daughter. 











CAPTAIN EDWARD F. RAYENS, 
is one of the most famous sleuths 
in America, recently retired after 
thirty-five years in the service. He 
earned his promotion to the District 








Attorney's office for his clever work 
in solving the Leering Face case, 


story of which is on page 24 et seq. 











Earn Money. 
this New Easy Way 


Would $5.00 to $30.00 a week in spare time interest 
you? 


He has figured in nearly every im- 
portant Metropolitan murder trail 
since the Carlyle-Harris case in 1893. 
He claims to be the man who ar- 


41 " - We need a reliable woman in your community to rep- 
rested I olice Lieutenant Charles resent us in work that is dignified, pleasant and in- 
) 3 teresting. You will act as our demonstrator and 
Becker, subsequently executed with distributori calling on. the homefolks. No experience 
E = required e teach you. 
four gunmen, Whitey Lewis, Dago RESP enan oues" ged by the best eere: 
y ( 2 » "Ol 0 o! u! Of 
Frank, Lefty Louis, and Gyp the |i Stiton'is*diterent, if interested write at ence Yor complete 
Blood, for the murder of Herman aad |= A n 


The ABNER ROYCE CO, 


Rosenthal, gambler. Desk 457, Cleveland, Ohio 
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MOST YOU EVER GOT 


Bed 
Spri 
Mattress 
Complete 


Everything on this page—bed, 
spring and mattress complete 
—for only $24.95! Here’s the 
most your money ever bought. 
You save fully $15. Send only $1 
with order and this complete out- 
fit will be sent to you. See for 
yourself what a great value it 
really is. Use it for 30 days FREE. 
Your money back if you can buy 
for less anywhere. 


Only because we bought in tre- 
mendous quantities to obtain a 
rock bottom price can we offer 
suchanastounding bargain. When 
the present supply is exhausted 
we don’t see how we can ever give 
you a bargain like it again. Act 
quickly—good things like this do 
not last long. 


An Astounding Bargain 


Bear in mind that this is a genuine 
Greenpoint bed—advertised every- 
where—sold in the best stores, seen 
in the finest homes. Remember, 
too, that the spring and mattress 
are exceptionally high grade. That is 
why this offer is doubly attractive. 


Sleep soundly, peacefully, comfortably— 
awakerefreshed, fullof vigorfortheday's 
affairs! If you don't rest well, you can't 
work well! Aninvestmentin a good bedis 
an investment in a longer, healthier life. 

© 1927 


30 Days FREE Trial oz, 


Thebed, productof the Greenpoint Metallic Bed Company,isunus- construction which is 
ually handsome, GenuineGeorgian tubing forms the posts. Mould- noiseless. The body of the 
ed posts are in great demand nowadays. Thisisthelatestmode— fabricis 5 in. above the side rails, 
much more beautiful than theold styleround tubing. Onepieceof thebest, mostcomfortableconstruction 
seamless 2 in, tubing, exquisitely shaped and beveled, formsthe known. At each end 30 helical coils fasten 
continuous main post. Solid center panels, llin. wide,areenriched the spring to the sturdy angle iron frame. 
with embossed metal decorations featuring handsome polychrome Big, Buoyant Mattress contains 45 pounds of real 
baskatsotolg aee dar iari i NN in. round comfort, It is a comfortable, resilient, felt plaited mat. 
illers. The triple-bal alnut Brown Enamel finish will never tress that will hold its shape indefinitely and retain its com- 
chip or peel. The bed ismadeof cold rolled steel, electrically welded fortable soft resilience for many years. Carefully selected 
togivelifetimeservice. Fullsize, 4 ft.6 in. wide. Thehead is50in. cotton forms the center. On the top, bottom and ends there 
high from floor; the foot 34 in., castersincluded. You will be truly are layers upon layers ‘of felt, deeply and firmly tufted to 
delighted with the real beauty and value this outfit represents. prevent it from becoming lumpy. You'll like the tailored 
Strong Resilient Spring has heavy malleable corners and high k of the shape retaining rolled edge, and the durable grade of pretty 
grade fabric steel spring body. At either side 1⁄4 in, steel bands, floral ticking, with the dainty flower design in blue, pink, and other 


supported by 2 extra helical coils, provide à most comfortable attractive colors, 
Send for Big FREE Book ee 


This book is filled from cov- Send me af once the Bed Quit ap described pore, Kockeesd i #100 tre 
er to cover P aa Red. 1 will send you $2 50 sponthiy. Order No, WA 220. Price $24.95. Title 
treasures—bargains all o remains w you un in full, 

them—all sold on easy pay- 

ments—sent on 30 days 
FREE trial—every purchase 
backed by a gold bond guar- 
antee, There are wonderful 
bargains in furniture, rugs, 



















—O 
Yes, indeed, here's the most you ever got for &* 
$24.95. Save money—sleep better—rest better, U 
Send today. Simply enclose $1 with order. We U 
will ship the bed for you to use in your own U 
home for 30 days. Test atour expense. Com- B 
pare with beds and prices in stores. If forany 4 
reason yot are not entirely satisfied, return it. E 
We will refund your $1 and transportation i 
charges both ways. You don't risk a cent. 1 
Order No. WA 220. Complete 3-piece ! 
outfit —walnut brown enamel, steel : 
LI 
L 
LI 
r 
i 
LI 
' 
LI 
xi. 
s 


















Name ....--.--—-——-----.- 


R.F. D. \ 
Box No. or í 
Street and No, 


bed, spring and mattress. Price only 
curtains, stoves and every- $24.95—Terms, $1 with order, balance 
thing for the home, Sent to | $2.50 monthly. 


rou without obligation to 
uy. Mail coupon today. » A 
P 


- 
A ident 
Home Furnishers to ire ger 


the pogr t Amone A SpearéCox« PER 


Post OB ee adm nen eim State .....- 
M your shipping point is different trom your post office 
fill in line below 


ee eee RR 
if you want the Free Catalog Only, Send No Money, rj 
al wi 







FREE 
put an X he e your name and address 
CATALOG || piainly on the above lines, 
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WOMEN! —Which Shall It Be? 





LIKE THIS? 








OR THIS? 





Will You Go Through Life With A Wilted Skin, 
Unsightly Large Pores, Sagging, Flabby Skin, Sallow 
Complexion, Pimples and Blackheads? 


Or Do You Wish a New, Youthful, Tight, Smooth 
Skin Free From Blemishes and Signs of Age? 





READ THIS NEW FREE OFFER ! 


Worry no more about your poor “oldish” 
appearance or unbeautiful complexion—no 
matter how old you seem, look or feel. Be- 
cause now you can have a new skin on any part 
of your face, neck, arms, hands or body! 

And just think—no cutting, clay, plasters, 
masks, creams, massage or useless treatment! 
It is a new discovery that you use at home, 
yourself, and it now bids fair to revolutionize 
all methods of beauty culture and skin re- 
juvenation—it's marvelous—almost beyond 
belief! 

It would take many pages in this publication 
to tell you all about it so you would under- 
stand, therefore the discoverers decided to 
put the full details and facts into an illustrated 
book, entitled— 


“A NEW SKIN IN 3 DAYS" 


which they are mailing postpaid to all readers 
of this publication who write for it and enclose 












Ladies Wanting Homework 


of any kind; whole or spare time; write us. Enclose 
stamp. ELLER CO.,Dept.50,296 Broadway, NewYork. 








This «FP Rer. 
guarantees you genuine diamonds. 


Terms (6 Mos. to Pay) 
No. 6132. sotia Gold Men's 
Emblem Ring. 2 


Initial or 

Genuine Diamonds 4 d i h pisces pene 

14-Kt. White Gold Top. “4 Shank, in Belais White 

biem (any lodge) or any ini- ge or Green Gold. Genuine 
tial (Old X; lish, Yellow or tone—onyx (Nicely shaded). 

White Gold inlaid in Genuine | Send number of ring. size of 
Hope Ruby or Black | finger, initial or emblem de- 
Onyx, sired, and Ting will be sent for 


Ask for free Jewelry "Catalog 


Buffalo Jewelry Mig. Co. 9 nial. 


pt. U (or at your Jeweler’s) 


501 NS dn St., Buffalo, N. Y. 


ten cents in any form, to help pay cost of 
mailing and other expense. It may prove to 
be worth its weight in gold to any person who 
has wasted time and money on useless prep- 
arations and supposed beautifying treat- 
ments without success. 

No matter how old, wilted, rough or blemished, 
loose and flabby your skin may be, you simply 
follow the inexpensive directions and method at 
home, and in a few days—six at the most—you 
amaze your friends by your changed, youthlike 
appearance, with a new, clear, tightened, smooth 
skin, free from pimples, blackheads, freckles, tan, 
moth-patches, surface wrinkles, enlarged pores, oily, 
sallow skin or signs of age and dissipation. They're 
GONE because they're taken OFF—not covered 


up! 

Don't delay! Send before this new edition is 
exhausted. Simply write, '"Send me your book, 
*BEAUTIFUL NEW SKIN IN 3 DAYS,’ '" and en- 
close the dimé or stamps, and you will receive it by 
return mail, postpaid, in plain wrapper, without 
obligation. 

Address Marvo Lab., Dept. 18- T, 1700 Broadway, 
New York, N. Y. 


WORK $6 a dozen making scarfs. 
Experience unnecessary. No 
quart: Particulars for 


"EINNIT SERVICE, INC, 
D89, Lynn, Mass. 


No 64 6746. Double Head 
(falsed band em le end 


inspection. 






















Eas 


Why work hard for small pay? 
Travel on fast trains sorting mail. 





Postmaster, Post 


Patterson coaches you to pass exams. 
IS ‘you will be offered a position—or our money 


784, Wisner Bldg. 


Rochester, N. Y- 


Work —Lon$ Vacations 


y Jncle Sam offers you a fine position as a Railway Postal Clerk. e* 
Travel e: Ld 
RAISE EVERY YEAR until you reach TO 


FREE Information About These Fine Jobs "PT on, Civil Ser 
Let Arthur R. Patterson help you qualify for a position asa Railway Postal e vice Expert, 
Clerk or in Customs, Internal Revenue, Departmental, Immigration, 499 
cq and FREE BOOK. Tells how M ^ 
now in Civil Service. Write for ells how Mr. ø ens, TTE T. 
Also read his qe M ee eue wear after p. e talog descr ing LA 


ARTHUR R. PATTERSON, i. Cod! Service Expert 
The Patterson 





PAS paid. $1900 a year TO START. $100 o? 


He trained thousands — v» fir: Bui 


and 















JA Tm BY EAR 


Think of it! Wonderful you will say—and it's true. In just 90 


pp ath Bt ‘ou can hum-—and all by ear—not a 
single note to puzzle My caches 


new and original system t 
Tod easily and quickly -and it's just fun from start to finlabe 


SEND FOR FREE BOO. 


—entitled *"Thbe Magic of Playing by Ear." It 
contains my secret and costs Eo nothing. In 
a few weeks you ait down play jt Paar 
pieces. I am offering this wonderfi 

course at e pu A low price. 


Director, 
Lt Seigo Uo 
ore ULIS SENGO OE MUSIC 4, 


| ANDIESTTOOLINTHE 
KITCHEN, Housewives 
say "Just what I want." The 


Meat Tenderer 
Mince Knife 


Cleav 

Ice Tool Ideal Fiber Cutter is a real 

ees household aid. Tested and 
ish Scale 


Approved by Good House- 
keeping. Two minute dem- 
onstration sells it.—100 
PER CENT PROFIT. Boorem, Pennsylvania, 
says,"Have bought my home and car with 
Cutter profits.” Bassett, W ashington,new agent 
writes, "Made $7.50 in 2 hours today." You can 
do as well. No experience needed. Work part 
or full time. Write for details. No obligation. 
THE TYLER MFG. CO.  Dept.T-3 Muncie, Ind. 


GOV POSITIONS 


$35 TO $75 WEEKLY 
ax: ml E" rd 


Nut Crumbler 





Forest vestigator) 
Ic sr 
tron 

General Clerk City fia Ca “ity: Mail curry 

Chauffeur-Carrier 

Skilled Laborer Toit ea 

enn ter Ste Secretary 
ostmas! mo- 

RFD Carrier tor 


Mr. Ozment, Dept. 497 St. Louis, Mo. “zo 
Send pdea mee utet oee memen 
ues eg locations, opportunities, etc. 


NAME LLL ———— MR sem 
EEE ineng 


Sensational 
Money Maker/ 


Trousers—made-to-measure by Hutchins 

Cincinnati—offer you best opportunity 
to make big money cleanup. en buy two 
and three pair soon as ge they glimpse r m pat- 
terns. Factory prices. Collect big profit in advance, 


$20 a Day is Easy! 


Just pem. line—that’s all, You'll write orders fast, 
Segal made $33.00 in one day. ords ahow even 
bigger earnings for scores o men. $10 to $20 a day 
easy. No experience necessary. We show you how, 


FREE OUTFIT 


Send no money for big new outfit showing actual 
samples of lat Spring and Summer styles, finest 
fabrics, and our new, fast- selling fine Belts. We 
send it free bec: T» know 7 1l make good. Ask 
for FREE PANTS offer. No obligation. 
HÜTCHINS PANTS 
Dept. 30-D Cincinnati, O. 








tic Manage UN 


Management 
Become a Traffic Expert 


The opportunities in traffic man- 
agement are limited only by the 
boundaries of the business world. 
The trained traffic man is in de- 
mand by transportation systems 
and by industrial organizations. 

Three Detroit Firms 
Pay Their Traffic Managers 

Over $20,000 a Year 
Prepare for this growing, profit- 
able profession at home in your 
spare time ere eni of 
traffic experte. w cost; 

terms, "Thru the LaSalle Prob- 

lem M. Method you learn by doing. 


This Book 


FREE! 


Valuable 64-page booklet free, Send for it NOW. 
LaSalle Extension University, Dept. 488-T, Chicago 


True Detective Mysteries 11 


To Men Getting Bald 


I Say / 


No matter how fast your hair is 
falling out—no matter how much 
of iL is already gone—1 make this 
amazing guarantee! [ll end 

dandruff—stop falling hair—grow 
new hair in 30 days- or you dont pay 
me a cent! No strings attached! No If, 
Ands'"or "Maybes"! New hair or no pay! 
And you are the sole judge! 










By ALOIS MERKE 


Founder of the Merke Institute, 5th Avenue, New York 


AVE yourself from baldness! 
falling hair! Grasp this “no risk” 
offer to grow new healthy hair 


in 30 days! 


Here’s My Contract! 
If your hair is rapidly falling out— 
if your appearance is spoiled by approach- 
if you have tried count- the 





ing baldness 


less expensive hair treatments unsuccess- 
fully—it makes no difference. 

new 
costs 


tract stands! I'll grow 
thirty days—or the 
NOTHING. 


Here's My Secret 


Years of training and re- 
search and day after day 
experience in treating thou- 
sands of cases of loss of hair 
at the famous Merke Insti- 
tute, Fifth Avenue, N. Y., 
have taught me many valu- 
able facts about the hair— 
and this, the most amazing 
of all—that in most cases of 
baldness the hair roots are 
not dead, but merely dor- 
mant—asleep! 


You're wasting your time 
—you're throwing away mon- 
ey—when you try to reach 
these dormant roots with 
ordinary hair tonics, oils, mas- 
sages and salves. For such 
measures treat only the sur- 
face skin and never even get 
to the roots, the real source 
of trouble. How could they 
ever possibly grow new hair? 


trial 


Stop 


My Method Reaches the Roots 


It’s no use trying to make a tree grow by 
rubbing "growing fluid" on the bark. 


You 


must get to the roots! 


ment 


awakens 
My con- again. 
hair in 
you 


And that's just why my scientific treat- 
is so tremendously 
penetrates below the surface of the scalp. 
It quickly reaches the cause of the trouble— 
dormant, 
them. 
It takes on new life and color. It 
becomes stronger and thicker. And in a 
surprisingly short time—sooner than you 
ever imagined possible—you have a new 


beneficial! It 


starving -hair roots. It 
Hair begins to sprout 


healthy growth of hair—OR I PAY ALL 


EVIDENCE! 


Hair Coming Back 


"Having used your Ther- 
mocap Treatment for 30 
days, I find a new growth of 
hair coming back on bald 
spot. It is growing in very 


fine. The Thermocap is a 


Treatment that every one 
who is losing his hair should 
buy.” 

G. H. P., Portland, Me. 
Dandruff Leaves Entirely 


"I want to tell you how 
wonderful your treatment is. 
The first week my dandruff 
left entirely, and by the third 
week a new growth of hair 
could be seen all over my 
head.” 
Mrs. H. 
Wash. 


Partly Bald for i0 Years 


“I have been partly bald 
for the last 10 years and have 
used your treatment only 
four weeks to date, but I can 
already see a new crop of 
hair coming in." 

J. A. K., Anderson, Ind. 


S., Port Angeles, 





COSTS OF THE TREAT- 
MENT MYSELF. 


And best of all, my system 
is so simple that it can be 
used in any home where 
there is electricity without 
the slightest discomfort— 
and for just a few cents a 


day! 
New Hair or No Cost! 


Thousands claim seeming 
miracles for my treatment. I 
don't. I admit some cases 
of loss of hair are hopeless. 
Only remember this—these 
cases are so very rare and so 
many hundreds of others have 
regained luxuriant hair 
through my method, that I 
am willing to let you try it 
for 30 days—AT MY RISK! 


Then if you are not ab- 
solutely delighted—say so. 
And I'll mail you a check 
immediately —refunding 












every cent of your money—and the treat- 
ment will have cost you NOTHING! 


Free Booklet Tells All 


The very fact that you have read this 
announcement shows that you are anxious 
about the condition of your hair. So 
why not investigate? Find out for your- 
self. If you will merely fill in and mail the 
coupon I will gladly send you without 
cost or obligation a wonderfully interesting 
booklet, which describes in detail my 
successful system, which is growing new 
hair for thousands all over the country. In 
addition it tells all about my iron-clad 
guarantee which enables you to take my 
treatment without a penny’s risk. Clip 
and mail the coupon today. 


Allied Merke 
Institutes, 
Inc. 


Dept. 1274, 512 
Fifth Avenue, 
New York 





| Allied Merke Institutes, Inc., 
| Dept. 1274, 512 Fifth Avenue, 
| New York City. 


| Please send me without cost or obliga- 
| tion a copy of your book, “The New 


Way to Grow Hair,” describing the 
| Merke System. 
| 
DUDOOCOSSREETODORTISITI D ou nT 
l 
- fe d cn Pee 
[City Jac. TERES vs 
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Presents 


NLY when you have seen one of 

the True Story Pictures presented 

by Bernarr Macfadden have you 
seen the ultimate degree in which the 
glory and tragedy of actual life can be 
brought to the screen for your entertain- 
ment and pleasure. 

For True Story Pictures are exqui- 
sitely reproduced cross-sections of the 
lives of real people—people who face 
the age-old problems to which all mor- 
tal flesh is heir, who find their joys and 
suffer their sorrows, who achieve great 
happinesses and meet disheartening 
frustrations, “Even as you and I.” 

Each of the throbbing, pulsing stories 
unfolded before you by True Story Pic- 


tures has been personally selected for 
filming by that great editor, Bernarr 
Macfadden, whose complete sympathy 
with the people in every section of the 
country and intimate understanding of 
their struggles and ambitions, has given 
his True Story Magazine the greatest 
news-stand sale of any magazine in the 
world. 

To the screen he brings even more 
graphically, poignantly, romantically 
than in the printed stories, these selected 
tales which from his thirty years of edi- 
torial experience he KNOWS will in- 
terest you absorbingly. Ask to have 
them shown at your favorite theater. 
Speak to the manager to-day! 


TRUE STORY PICTURES, 
1926 Broadway, New York 

I am one of the many millions of readers of Macfadden True Story 
magazines. 

I want to see "The Wron£doers," starring Lionel Barrymore: 
“Wives At Auction," starring Edna Murphy; "Broken Homes," 
starring Gaston Glass and Alice Lake, and “False Pride," starring 


Owen Moore, as well as the other great pictures now in production. 


Please write the name of your local theater on the above line 


We Welcome Your Suggestions 


When you see these pictures, remember that we wish to make 
True Story Pictures examples of photoplay perfection. To do this 
we ask your co-operation. We want the viewpoint of our patrons 
whose helpful suggestions already have aided in makiug True STORY 
and its sister publications the successes they are. Criticisms will be 
welcomed. If your suggestion proves available for improving future 
productions, Mr. Macfadden has arranged to have mailed to you, with 
his compliments, a copy of his great book, "Keeping Fit." Address 
suggestions to Suggestion Editor, True Story Pictures, 1926 
Broadway, New York City. 
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GSES 


“Buy a Studebaker—Direct from the Maker" 






Just $1.00! The balance in easy monthly payments. You get the 
famous Studebaker, 21 Jewel Watch—Insured for a lifetime—direct 
from the maker at lowest prices ever named on equal quality, 
Send at once for FREE Book of Advance Watch Styles. 


21 Jewel 
_ STUDEBAKER 


-the Insured Watch. 


Choice of 60 latest, thin model, Art Beauty Cases in yellow gold, 
green gold or white gold effects; 8 adjustments including heat, cold, 
isochronism and five positions. Direct to you from the factory—the 


G I V E N ! greatest watch value in America today! 
e 






Send at once and get a copy of this book— 
Watch Chain WRI I E FREE! See the newest, beautiful, advance 
bera s 1 k! styles in Studebaker Art Beauty Cases and 
iee wee for Style Book! Dials. Read how you can buy a 21 Jewel 
es Len Studebaker Insured Watch direct from the maker—save big money 


—and pay for it while you are using it. Write for our Free Book. 
It will post you on watch styles and watch values. Send coupon 
at once. Get Free Chain offer today while it lasts. 


STUDEBAKER WATCH CO. 


Dept. K-700 South Bend, Indiana 
Canadian Address: Windsor, Ontario 


Mail Coupon for Free Book 


STUDEBAKER WATCH CO. 
Dept. K-700 South Bend, Indiana 
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Please send me your Free Book of Advance Watch Styles 
and particulars of your $1.00 down offer. 
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A Few Shares of Stock in 


Macfadden Publications, Inc. 


Read This Marvelous 
Dividend Record 


Figures based on a $1000 Investment 
in 1919 
Divi- 
dend 
Jan. 1920 Cash 10% 
Jan. 1920 Stock 100% 
1920 Cash 5% on $2,000 

. 1920 Cash 566 

1921 Cash 5% 

. 1921 Cash 5% 

1922 Cash 5% 
. 1922 Cash 7% 
1923 Cash 10% 

. 1923 Cash 10% 200.00 
June 1924 Cash 10% 200.00 
Dec. 1924 Stock 400% on $2,000 8,000.00 
June 1925 Cash 3% on $10,000 300.00 
Dec. 1925 Cash 3% on $10,000 300.00 
Dec. 1926 Cash 4% on $10,000 400.00 


Date Rate Amount 


$100.00 
1,000.00 
100.00 
100.00 
100.00 
100.00 
100.00 
140.00 
200.00 


Total Stock Dividends Paid $9,000.00 
Total Cash Dividends Paid 2,340.00 


Original Investment (1919) 1,000.00 


Total Value $12,340.00 


Table of Gross Revenues 
from Operations 


1923-1926 


Magazines and Newspapers 
Controlled By 
Macfadden Publications, Inc. 


Physical Culture, True Story Mag- 
azine, True Romances, Dream World, 
True Experiences, True Detective 
Mysteries, Ghost Stories, Your Home, 
The Dance, The New York Evening 
Graphic, The Philadelphia Daily News, 
Automotive Daily News. 





F the block of 200,000 shares ($1,000,- 
000) of stock in Macfadden Publica- 
tions, Inc., authorized last Autumn by the 
board of directors, only a few remain 
unsold. 


While they last they are available for 
public subscription. 


If you are among the many who have 
long wished to join the upwards of ten 
thousand individuals who are so fortunate 
as to hold stock in this great publishing 
organization, which during recent years 
has astonished the publishing world with 
its unprecedented growth and prosperity, 
you can secure the desired stock now, pro- 
vided your application reaches us before the 
few remaining shares have been exhausted. 

From a perusal of the table of cash and 
stock dividends paid by the company dur- 
ing the last seven years you will see that, 
had you invested one thousand dollars in 
shares of Macfadden Publications, Inc. 
stock in 1919 it would have grown to 
$12,340.00 by now. 

That fact explains why every block of 
stock issued by the company has always 
sold with extreme rapidity. And that fact, 
coupled with the additional fact that the 
gross revenue of the company has increased 
steadily from $4,664,100.00 during 1923 to 
approximately $14,000,000.00 during 1926, 
more than justifies my belief that the few 
shares still remaining of the block recently 
authorized for sale will be subscribed im- 





Name 


I 

1 

LI 

l 

| 

|. Ce 
i in full. 
| 

| 

I 

L| 

l 

I 


I wish to purchase........... 
Macfadden È 

$5.00 each. 
10% of the purchase price of the Shares 


City State 
In case you prefer to pay the remaining 90% 
in cash, chec 


Physical 
191063877 ^ — 


e 


mediately the public becomes aware that 
they are available. 


If therefore you wish to seize this op- 
portunity to acquire stock in Macfadden 
Publications, Inc., I advise you strongly 
to mail your application without delay 
as the few shares available will be al- 
lotted in the ofder in which applications 
are received. 

An dpplication form is provided below. 
Fill it out for as many shares of Macfad- 
den Publications, Inc. stock as you desire, 
enclose remittance of 10% of the price of 
the stock, par value $5.00 per share, indi- 
cate whether you prefer to pay the remain- 
ing 90% in cash or in monthly instalments 
and mail, as indicated below. 


All applications for shares in Macfadden 
Publications, Inc., or inquiries regarding 
the purchase of such shares must be ad- 
dressed to Macfadden Publications, Inc., 
1926 Broadway, New York City. No shares 
will be sold nor will payment for same be 
accepted at any other address. 


In case your application arrives too late 
to participate fully in this stock issue we 
reserve the right either to fill your order in 
part or to reject it entirely, in the latter 
event your money, of course, to be at once 
returned. 


p-L—---—--—-—-----—-------- 


I MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, Inc. 
1926 Broadway, New York City 


...Shares of stock of the 
of the par value oí 
bé vro representing 
the balance of 







Enclosed you will 


I 

I 

90% I agree to pay at least 10% on the first day of each | 

month until full payment is made. 

Certificate will be issued as soon as subscription is paid I 
I 
I 


here ——— — > l 
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Extra special offer to those who hurry their order 
for the combination outfit shown here:—7 pieces 
GENUINE CUT GLASS: Pitcher of 2-qt. capacit 
and 6 tumblers of 9-oz. capacity. Each piece 
pure, sparklingly clenr, thin and dainty; hand cut 
decorations consisting of large floral design with 
appropriate foliage. useful and handsome Bet. 
Only a limited — 80 act quick. 





color. Stam; 
lustrated. 


7PiecePureLinenTableSet 

A lege tablecloth, 54 x 70 ins. and 6 

napk l4 x 14 in. made of Pure 

Linen, bleached to an attractive sil- 

. Has beautiful Grecian self 
Will launder perfectly. 


26 Piece Silver Set 


26 
Piece 


Silver Set as described just below illustration to the left. 
A silver service that r 

i ears — Pieces Genuine Cut Gl 
pe ET A GIVEN Linus: 
and popular polished finish. Each ight of mr coupon nee Ship- 
piece heavily silver plated on nickel ping we of outfit, about 


silver base. Set consists of 6 knives, 6 Ordér &» No. G 
forks, 6 desse: s der by No. G9841A. 
shell, $ meert s nife. $1.00 with coupon; $2.70 monthly. 


flannel roll as illustrated. Price $29.95. 


Straus & Schram, ?*»* Chicago, Ill. 


6 teaspoons, 1 sugar 
in 


110PiecelvoryWareDinnerSet 


Complete service for 12 

ple. Popular Ivory Ware 

now the vogue in rich 

homes. Rich, creamy ivory 
wi 


Decorations as il- 
ewest Gloria 


Eo penny of 
5, 9 1n.; 12 break- $270 
M .; 12 coupe — 
rock 


table dish, 8 54 i 
vegetable dish, n.; | sugar 
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o Asensational offer 
= only $1.00 with 
coupon below 
brings this 150- 
piece outfit (the 7 piece Genuine Cut Glass set is FREE 
if you send at once) to your home on free trial. 
Examine the value, the quality, the beauty of each 
piece, Compare our easy payment prices with local 
cash prices. After 30 days’ trial and use, if you're 
not delighted with the bargain, send it back at our 
expense and we'll refund your dollar plus all trans- 
portation charges you No obli — not one 
risk to you 


! 
-bottom price — only $29.95 for the entire outfit with 
7-piece Cut Glass Set E. 150 pieces in all—only $29.95—and 
a year to pay | . Where can you a bargain like that 
and such eas 








































rf decide tok 

ETYM 
a mon 

until you've paid our 


pr Ro | €. 
Dr i a send Coupon NOW ! 


Straus & Schram, Dept. 2044 Chicago, Ill. 


D 

E Enclosed find $1. Ship special advertised 150 piece Combination Outfit, 

5 g iece genuine cut con set FREE). I am to have 30 days’ free trial. 

a f 1 keep the Outfit, 1 will pay you $2.70 monthly. If not satisfied, I am 

u to return the Outfit with the 7 piece cut glass set within 30 days and you 

1 are to refund my money and any freight or express charges I paid. 

EB 150 Piece Combination Outfit, No. a $29.95. 

" (7 Piece Genuine Cut Glass FREE. 

Li 

BIN. ÉL ee eee i a siii ue, 

B Street, R. F. D. 

- Pa oo LEE ua dimi U 
Shippin: 

dul. = ie ene Las 

" 

Pad G aa State... =o 

- Married Nationality 

w or Single.. ------ ----0r Coler... rrr rr re 
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Have 
They 






nij 


ave a great big, me 


ke our superb songs 


kind. 


4 &£uarantee that you will not be disappointed. 


on both sides, 
All records are strictly on approval. 
may be discontinued shortly. 





2260 
2285 
2272 


2256 
2255 


4070 
2261 


2279 


2269 
2267 
2274 
2275 


2270 
2265 


$ 





and play on any phonograph, 


— 


POPULAR SONGS 


Valencia 

Within the Sunshine of Your Smile 

Where Do You Work-A John 

I Can't Forget Mary 

A New Star in Heaven, 
Valentino 

A Package of Old Letters 

Red Red Robin 

Down Ole Virginia 

Bye Bye Blackbird 

Chinky Charleston 

Hello Aloha 

I Wonder Who The Fool Is Now 

Evening Brings Memories of You 

Poor Little Rich Girl 

The Prisoner's Song 

Sweet and Low 

Baby Face 

I Expect John Henry Tonight 

Somewhere With Someone 

Lone Trail Rose 

It Made You Happy When You Made 
Me Cry 

When Shadows Fall 

Tonight You Belong To Me 

In Your Eyes 

I'd Love To Meet That Old Sweet- 
heart of Mine 

At the End of the Rainbow 

Moonlight and Roses 

I'm Going Back To Home Sweet Home 

How Many Times 

Wynona 

That's Why I Love You 

Bermuda, My Isle of Dreams 

Hi Ho The Merrio 

Wondering 

I Don't Mean Maybe 

I Wonder Who The Fool Is Now 

Cherie, I Love You 

Ashes of Dreams 

I Ate the Baloney 

Hard Boiled Mamma 


COMEDY 


Flanagan In A Restaurant 
Flanagan's Married Life 
Swapping Horses 

You're My Gal 


Rudolph 
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tecords 


All the Latest Hits to Choose From — Less Than 20c A Record 


p heard of the ix immense sensation caused by our new Super-Electrically Recorded Records? 
low tone, clear as crystal, which is absolutely unobtainable elsewh 

ample, ta BYE BYE BLACK I 

LIGHT AND ROSES,BAB Y FACE, RUDOLPH VALENTINO, 

tee that you have never heard records of this quality no matter what price you paid. 

miles ahead of old style records. 

Every selection is a masterpiece of its 


20 Selections on 


BIRD, C 


Nothing but the vem best selections are included 
All records are in t 
Send no money with your order. 


4066 


: I will then try the records ten days in my own home, and if I am dis- 
rai te | appointed in them or find them in any way unsatisfactory I will return 
~ "s them, and you agree to refund at once all that I have paid. 
Kamehameha March Write 5 substitutes 
Aloha Oe FU TEM bed MID RR below to be shipped 
STANDARD SONGS |, ; are out of stock. 
Tell Mother I'll Be | ee 
There I Bede we TC E TER SeoerssasiT aue 
Where Is My Wan- 4 9 PEW ECR cece caee 
dering Boy To | Sco Teee 9H 
night | Serene ee eee eee ee IDETE AE e e O 
Gerald Chapman, Important t] Place crossmark in square at left if you wish 4 
What a Pity l m thee (Co packages of HOC ee pay in- $0 a Nall | 
Ponzi The Swindler pos your order. Recommended for these n Seine 
4092 The End of the Shen- | 
andoah I NAME. cae TC e 0 ri «oo. UWS eee Ore uva n acu wd aT ae ww RrAAIN V dA d . 
Days JT 
(086 Floyd Collins’ Fate PRUE AD eI. e can. 55: 0 9 xp SE melsisos «masa 
Kentucky Babe MERE SASTTPMRRERETURTICUILITILELIUIMMTIIILO BEEFPEN-.... c0 e 


4100 


ere. 


F. - 
H E, RED RED ROBIN, VALENCIA, MOON- 
HELLO ALOHA. 


We will positively 
They are 


below. 


Flanagan’s Second Hand Car 

Hi and Si and the Line Fence 

Button Buster (Laughing 
Record) 

Flanagan On a Trolley Car 

Uncle Josh Takes the Census 

The Village Postmaster 

Uncle Josh at the Dentist 

Country Doctor and the Patient 

Cohen's New Auto 

Henry Jones Your Honeymoon 
Is Over 


POPULAR DANCES 


1405 In A Little Spanish Town 
You're the Kind of a Girl I Can 
Love 
Mary Lou 
Powder Puff 
That's Why I Love You 
Marionette 
For A Little While 
Ting A Ling A Ling 
Valencia 
Every Evening 
Charleston of the Evening 
Knock Wood and Whistle 
Black Bottom 
My Girl Went to the Movies 
Baby Face 
Sunset On The Lido 
Cherie, I Love You 
Down Ole Virginia 
Because I Love You 
My Radio Romeo 
Looking At The 
Colored Glasses 
Apache Charleston 
Hello Bluebird 
Moon in the Heaven 
I'm Just Dance Crazy 
Tell Your Gal 


HAWAIIAN 


Aloha Land 
Honolulu Bay 


World Thru Rose 


La Paloma 

Kawaihau 

Old Kentucky Home 

O Sole Mio —— 121007 
Maui Aloha 


Ua Like No-A-Like ! 
Honolulu Rag 
One-Two-Three-Four I 


uaran- 
iterally 
The following list of records contains the ''Cream"' of our entire v 
and we 
e standard ten-inch size with music 
See coupon below for terms. 
Please act at once, as this is an introductory advertising price which 
Simply write catalog numbers you want on coupon 





98 


No 
Money 


10 Days’ Approval 


4093 


QUT COUPON AND MAIL _ 


| 
Mutual Music Club, Dept. TR 4, 135 Dorchester Ave., Boston, Mass. 
You may send me on ten days’ approval the ten records listed below by 
| catalog numbers. When the ten records arrive, I will 
deposit of $1.98 plus postage in full payment, no more to pay at any time, 


The Little Brown Jug 
Arabella 

Home, Sweet Home 

Sweet Genevieve 

A Boy's Best Friend Is His Mother 
No Little Two Shoes 

In the Baggage Coach Ahead 
Somewhere With Someone 

Carry Me Back to Old Virginny 

Old Black Joe 

Love's Old Sweet Song 

In the Gloaming 

Silver Threads Among The Gold 

The Trumpeter 

When You And I Were Young Maggie 
My Old Kentucky Home 

Star Spangled Banner 

America (MỌ Country "Tis of Thee) 


SACRED 


Church In The Wildwood 
Voice Of The Chimes 

The Old Rugged Cross 
Beyond The Clouds 
Nearer, My God To Thee 
The Lord Is My Shepherd 
Holy, Holy, Holy 

Rock of Ages 

Holy Night, Peaceful Night 
Hark The Herald Angels Sing 
Adeste Fidelis 

Onward Christian Soldiers 


STANDARD INSTRUMENTAL 


Turkey In The Straw 
Arkansaw Traveller 
Humoresque 

Souvenir 

National Emblem March 
Sixty-Ninth Regiment March 
Stars and Stripes F orever 
American Republic March 
Irish Jigs and Reels (Series A) 
Irish Jigs and Reels (Series B) 
Washington Post 
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What Makes a Criminal? 


By George William Wilder 
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ECENTLY still another attempt was made on the part of several public- 
spirited and philanthropic citizens to determine the cause of crime. 
Awards were offered for the opinions of contributors. No doubt, thou- 

sands of citizens in every walk of life expressed a view-point. 


Who is better qualified to tell why a man turns to crime than the criminal 
himself? Listen to what a swindler, "successful" for thirty years and more at 
separating suckers and their money, has to say: 


“I make no attempt to touch the hidden spring of mentality that makes a 
professional “gunman, or brutal thug, what he is. I do venture to say that I 
can tell, with fair accuracy, why a thinking, reasoning man makes a business of 
breaking the law. 


"Recently the newspapers published an account of the expenditures for 
women's wear, amusements, furs, flowers, et cetera, as made by 4,000 families 
who live on Park Avenue, between Thirty-fourth and Ninety-sixth Streets, in 
New York. These 4,000 families spent for the above-named commodities and 
a few other incidentals, a total of approximately $250,000,000 during the year 

' 1926. This is enough to pay the national debt of a dozen countries. 
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“The newspapers, almost daily, carry accounts of lawyers who accept 
bribes, of judges who sell justice, of detectives whose services are bought. 






"Seeing these things and a great many others like them, the thinking man ~ 
who turns to crime says to himself: ‘Some of this money that is loosely thrown 
around should be mine. Large corporations can be fined for disobeying the law 
and they pay no penalty. Why can't I?  Emboldened, this same man tries 
his hand at crime and—there you are. 















"Aside from the reasons for making a man a criminal, I believe that any 
man who takes any person's property, whether under cover of the law or not, 
makes a vital mistake. A man is a fool to turn to crime, because crime never 
pays, and I say this knowing full well my own past.” 














This same avowed confidence man, Mark Mellen by name, says further: 
"[ believe that most persons who start a well-meaning investigation into the 
cause of crime, are not qualified to conduct such investigations. My reason is 
that most of them are well-fixed financially. The man who never needed a 
dollar, the man who never was tempted to steal for food, or for shelter, cannot 
fully appreciate the motives and the feelings of the man who does ‘turn to crime’.”’ 
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Here is a vital question to each and every citizen of the country. What 
makes a criminal? And every thinking man and woman has an opinion on the 
subject. What is yours? 
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Have 
Youthful 


Beauty 
Instantly 


by JEANNETTE DE CORDET 
Specialiste en Beauté 


Md o amazing improve- 

ment in your looks 
is the immediate result 
of this special twin 
treatment for beauty. 

So perfectly do the 
shades of these twin 
toiletries— Pompeian 
Beauty Powder and 
Pompeian Bloom — ac- 
cord with the tints and 
tones of the natural skin, 
that their combined use 

ives fresh, youthful 

auty — instantly. 

Pompeian Beauty 
Powder, soft and velvety 
— delicately perfumed— 
spreads evenly with an 
enchanting smoothness 
and stays on for hours 
at a time. 

Pompeian Bloom, a 
rouge with youthful 
tones, looks as though it 
were yourown coloring. 
It does not crumble or 
break — and comes off 
on the puff easily. 

GET PANEL 
AND SAMPLES 
Generous samples of Pom- 
peian Powder and Bloom 
sent with beautiful new Art 
Panel for only 10c. This 
picture, "The Bride,” paint- 
ed by the famous artist, Rolf 
Armstrong, is reproduced in 


colors, size 27 x ? inches, art 
store value easily 75c. 


Tear off now! You may forget 


Madame Jeannette de Cordet’ 
The Pompeian Laboratories 
2503 Payne Ave., Cleveland, Ohio. 


Madame : I enclose 10c (a dime, coin preferred 
for 1927 Paneland samples of Powderand Bloom 


Name 
Street 
Address 


City State 


Powder shade 
Medium rouge sent unless another shade requested 
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Beauty Powder... 





Was he man, phantom, 
or devil—this solitary 
bandit who robbed 
and maltreated 
women, and threw a 
whole city into a 
panic of dread? 


LONE WOLF, 





the Boudoir BANDIT 


OT until Miss May 
N Armstrong had dis- 
robed, donned her fig- 
ured silk sleeping 
negligée, snapped off the 
wall-bracket light, and got into-bed—not until then did she 
begin to have a presentiment that somebody was in the 
room besides herself. 

She called herself silly for entertaining any such wild 
idea. Who could wish to harm her, a young artist with 
not an enemy in the world? And as for thieves—she had 
no gems worthy of attraction. Anyway, strange people just 
didn't get into apartments like hers, particularly when 
they are located in the intelligentsia-residential section of 
the city. Besides, she was always very careful to keep 
the door to her apartment locked. 

But try as she would, she could not put down that feel- 
ing. Each taxi honk from the street below made her jump. 
The sound of footsteps in the tiled corridor outside mag- 
nified her uneasiness, although she had heard such a noise 
a thousand times before. Somewhere near by a radio was 
emitting a tune that was muffled and creepy. Usually she 
slept with her bedroom light out, but to-night she guessed 
she had better leave it on. 


By BERNARD G. PRIESTLEY 
Formerly of the Boston Herald 


She got out of bed, fumbled 
for the light button, and snap- 
ped illumination back into her 
bedroom. As she turned to 
get into bed, her heartbeats 
stood momentarily still as a cold voice commanded: 

"Don't scream! If you do I'll fill you full of holes!" _ 

In terror she looked down at the floor, whence the voice 
had come. She saw the black nose of a revolver pointing 
at her head. Behind it a pair of frigid eyes, showing from 
between a white mask and a cap visor, told her she had better 
take no chances with the finger clutching that trigger. 

Half raising her trembling hands, she fell back a step. 

The owner of the gun scrambled out from under the 
bed. As he kept his weapon trained upon her, first with one 
hand and then the other, he removed his dark gray over- 
coat—it was the cold month of January—with a display 
of muscular agility that made her shudder at the thoughts 
of grappling with him, even though he was.no taller than 
herself, a girl of slightly more than average height. 


“THEN he tore a strip of linen from a bed-sheet, and 
while she waited in agonizing fear, he calmly fash- 
ioned a gag from it and tied the gag to her mouth. Next 
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he pocketed his weapon in his blue serge coat, lifted her 
none too gently, and put her on the bed. 

She stared at him, eyes popping, while he, with the 
nonchalance of a person having all the time in the world, 
tore piece after piece from the pillow slip and the sheets, 
and made improvised rope with which he tied her hands and 
feet to the four corners of the bed. 

Uncontrollable fright seized the defenseless girl. She 
lapsed into a half-conscious nightmare of terrible and con- 
fused thoughts. 

At intervals sometime afterward she be- 
came aware that the unwelcome visitor was 
ransacking her dresser and clothes closet. 
She heard him slam and bang things like an 
amateur carpenter. Once he came to the 
bed and dangled before her eyes a jewel- 
studded wrist watch, the cherished gift of 
her mother. He bragged triumphantly about 
finding it. Again, he displayed $110 in bills 
which he discovered in her dresser drawer. 


[ATER this amazing burglar became 

chatty, and despite the scorn and the 
agony of fear that she directed at him with 
her eyes he sat for a long time at the foot 
of her bed, munching chocolates from a 
box that had been given her that very night 
by the young man with whom she kept 
company. 

“I got in through the bathroom win- 
dow,” he confided to her as he ran a finger- 
tip up and down his prominent nose, “even 
while you and your boy friend and the 
chaperon dame were talking. When the 
three of you went out to get your chop 
suey, I hid under the bed. That fire-escape 
out back was too tempting to resist.” 

In the tone and spirit of a pronounced 
braggart, he went on to tell of hair-raising exploits 
in crime in other cities, including New York and 
Chicago. He spoke of gun battles and killings as 
a business man would discuss the minor details of his 
business. He interspersed his dramatic recitations 
with boasts of his love triumphs among the women 
of the underworld, using her facial beauty and fig- 
ure as standards of comparison. He also wove in 
many “asides” that revealed his perverted views on 
love and womanhood. 

For a long time he talked and ate candy, finally 
saying: j 

“T have to while away a few hours, girlie. Wouldn't 
do for me to go out into the night with the swag I’m 
lifting here. The dicks might spot me. But in the 
morning, when all the honest working men are afoot, 
it's a cinch to slip out and not get noticed." 

He laughed and stroked his dark hair. 

“Only four o'clock now," he added in a bored tone of 
voice as he consulted her jewel-studded watch. (He had 
entered the apartment a little before midnight.) “I’m go- 
ing to have a nap." 

He stretched himself out crossway of the bed at the 
foot. In a few seconds he was asleep. 


MiSs Armstrong went through two more hours of hellish 
harassment before he stirred again. Mumbling some- 
thing about it being daylight, he arose, carefully brushed the 
wrinkles out of his coat and trousers, combed down his thick 
hair with his fingers, and announced that he must depart. 
The girl’s jaws were nearly paralyzed from the gag. She 
tried, by appealing for pity with her eyes, to get him to 
remove it before he left. 
He refused. But he did promise to call the janitor of the 











Uncontrollable fright seized the 


apartment, after he had made his getaway, and inform 
the man of her plight 

As soon as he had snapped the spring lock of the apart- 
ment door behind him, Miss Armstrong began to struggle 
to free herself. The more she tugged at her bonds, the 
more they cut into her wrists and ankles. Yet, weak and 
nauseated as she was, she kept on trying. She fought for 
nearly two hours before she succeeded in freeing one hand 
and subsequently in removing the rest of the bonds. 

She had just about strength enough left to get the 
janitor’s office on the house telephone. 

In a few minutes Police Inspec- 
tor Michael Byrnes and other officers 
reached the Armstrong 
apartment. They found 
the girl near the point of 


defenseless girl 


complete exhaustion. Her wrists and ankles had been 
dreadfully chafed in her struggle to free herself. 

The girl told her story between attacks of hysterics. A 
police physician corroborated that part of it concerning 
criminal assault. 

Some two hours later, the fiendish ¢riminal showed that 
he had nerve enough for anything. With officers still in 
the apartment house, he telephoned to the janitor. 

“Go up to Miss Armstrong’s apartment and see what she 
wants," he said. “She is not feeling very well to-day. li 
you can’t get in, use your own latch-key.” 

The police failed to trace the call. 

The girl’s story was so shocking, so seemingly incredible, 
that even the most blasé of newspaper editors gave orders 
“not to play it up too much.” 

One newspaper head-line writer termed the criminal Lone - 
Wolf. Other newspapers took up the soubriquet. It sug- 
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gested as no other name could, the obnoxious, wolflike traits 
of the man. 

Hastily the police set about the task of apprehending this 
wolf in human form. Their first move was to try to pick 
up his trail. 

Perhaps he lived in that very building. Happenings in- 
dicated that he seemed to know that Miss Armstrong re- 
sided alone and had learned, from watching her comings 
ind. goings, when she would be at home. But nobody an- 
swering the description of the intruder lived in the house, 
or had lived 
there for a 
long time. 








The police 
were further 
baffled when 


they failed to 
find anyone 
who had seen a man of 
the intruder's description 
in or about the apartment 
house before the crime. 
Nor had anybody heard noises on the fire-escape or seen 
the criminal leaving the building in the morning. 

Had he vanished into the air? How had he come and 
zone, unnoticed ? 

The police searched every inch of the Armstrong apart- 
ment for evidence that might help, if not actually to trail 
the man, at least to learn his identity. All they found was 
: solitary thumbprint on a ginger-ale bottle, from which 
the man had helped himself to a drink. 

At Police Headquarters a finger-print expert transferred 
he solitary thumbprint, the only thing that offered im- 
mediate hope of identifying Lone Wolf. Unfortunately, 
iething in the police records could match it. 

Photographic copies of the thumbprint were rushed to the 


Later this amaz- 
ing burglar be- 
came chatty, 
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police of the bigger cities and towns through the country. 
Neither did they have any thumbprints to match Lone 
Wolf's. 

The police were up against the proverbial stone wall! 

Lack of a rogues' gallery thumbprint to match that found 
on the ginger-ale bottle, however, did indicate that the man 
had no previous police record. This, in turn, led to the 
theory that Lone Wolf must have come out of the under- 
world of another city. Surely, the police reasoned, no 
amateur would have had the nerve to commit a crime so 

atrocious. And if he did have, then it was prac- 

tically impossible that he should have been able 

to cover his trail so thoroughly. ` 
Consequently, the police set about to learn if 
any seasoned criminal answering the 
description of Lone Wolf was unac- 
countakly absent from his usual haunts 
in the underworld of any other of 
the larger cities. Copies of the 
thumbprint were broadcast by mail to 
aid in this procedure. 

In a couple of weeks, when noth- 
ing further developed, the police had 
reached the conclusion that the mys- 
terious Lone Wolf, troubled by re- 
morse and fear when he realized the 
seriousness of the crime, had fled. 

Then something happened that made 
them wonder overtime whether or not 
their theory was correct. 

Lieutenant Arthur Means, of the 
U. S. Army, while lounging about the 
living room of his apartment early 
one evening, suddenly had a presenti- 
ment that somebody was in the place. 
He looked around casually, but saw 
nothing further to excite his suspi- 
cions. Then, as Miss Armstrong had 
done, he called himself silly for enter- 
taining such ideas. 

In a few moments Lieutenant Means 
went from the living room into the 
bathroom. He reassured himself as 
he did so that no intruder was about. 
Nevertheless, he was unarmed, and 
did not propose to be surprised from 

and—— behind, so he locked the bathroom door 

after him. 
No sooner had he done so than he 
heard a slight commotion from beyond 
the door. Next a commanding voice told him to unlock 
the door before it was broken in. 

On opening the door, Lieutenant Means found himself 
face to face with a masked man, who, while covering him 
with a revolver, quickly rid his person of all money and val- 
uables. Then the bandit locked him inside the bathroom. 

For some time thereafter Lieutenant Means heard the 
man ransacking his apartment. Later, when there was no 
longer any sound, he forced the door and notified the police. 

Lieutenant Means' description of the man tallied with that 
of Lone Wolf. In fact, the intruder had worn a white mask 
as had Lone Wolf during his sensational escapade in Miss 
Armstrong's apartment. 







DESPITE this development, the police hardly thought 

the hold-up man to be Lone Wolf. The job was not 
sensational—too tame to make it worthy of a man of such 
fiendish mental gropings as Lone Wolf had displayed in the 
Armstrong case, the police thought. 

Three days after the Lieutenant Means affair, the police 
received plenty of proof that Lone Wolf had not reformed. 
Instead, he had outdone his previous unspeakable crime. 

This time Lone Wolf had chosen a boudoir setting in 
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which there were two women instead of one. The scene 
was an apartment in the same district of students and col- 
leges, artists and galleries, models and studios, where the 
intrusions upon Miss Armstrong and Lieutenant Means had 
occurred. The victims were Mrs. Mabel Gilbert and her 
niece, Miss Anne Winters, the former about thirty-five 
years old and the latter twenty-eight. (Editor's note: It 
is not the intention of the Publishers or the Editor of TRUE 
Detective MvsrTERIES to bring distress upon any one, as an 
aftermath to Lone Wolf's atrocious crimes. For reasons 
of protection to the unfortunate victims, real names through- 
out the story, 
therefore, have 
been changed.) 

The two 
women had 










































*Make no 
outcry, or 
you die" 


just snapped off the lights and retired, shortly after mid- 
night, when the light in their bedroom flashed on again 


Startled, they turned to see a masked man answering Lone 
Wolf's description covering them with a revolver, and to 
hear his crisp voice warn: “Make no outcry, or you die." 
“The Lone Wolf! God save us, it's the Lone Wolf!” they 
cried 

Within two minutes the terrified women were gagged with 
their own stockings, taken from- near-by chairs at which 
they had disrobed. Then the masked man removed his dark 
gray overcoat with the finality of a husband arriving home 
for dinner 


A? the two horrified women slumped to the edge of the 

bed, he, keeping a cold eye upon them, strode angrily 
to the adjoining cosily furnished living room and yanked 
the cords from two silk-shaded table lamps. 

He tied the elder woman, hands and feet, to the double 
bed in the bedroom. The miss he led to a cot in the living 
room and similarly bound her. 

According to the stories the women told the police, the 
most horrible nightmare could not begin to suggest the 
anguish, mental and physical, they went through in the 
hours that followed. 

Part of their experience brought out the man's amaz- 
ing brazenness and his utter lack of a sense of proportion. 

“Where are your cigarettes ?" he asked the younger woman. 

When she shook her head to signify that there 
were none in the house, he displayed great indig- 
nation. 

A moment later he announced his intention of 
preparing a lunch for himself, in lieu of having 
nothing to smoke. He located a bottle of liquor, 
and with a bottle of ginger ale taken from the pol- 
ished icebox in the kitchenette, he demon- 
strated to his unwilling onlookers the art 
of making a highball. In this act he dis- 
played all the* pre-prohibition technique 
of an experienced bartender. 

Then he brought a platter 
of roast beef, a bottle of milk, 
and a loaf of bread from the 
icebox to a table in the liv- 
ing room, from which he could 
be seen and heard 
by both women. 
Making sandwiches 
from the beef and 
bread—telling how 
it should be done 
properly as he went 
along—he washed 
them down glutton- 
ously with milk, 
while he mumbled 
sarcasms about the 
quality of the food. 

Again, as in the Arm- 
strong case, he went on to 
brag about his criminal exploits 
in other cities, climaxing one of 
his talkative sessions with: 

“And that thumbprint I left on 

the ginger-ale bottle—" in Miss Arm- 
strong’s apartment— “I made that de- 
liberately! I've studied finger-printing 
I want to see if the cops are as wise as 
they think." 
He also told these unfortunate women the same 
story of having to remain in the apartment through 
out the night lest he be picked up by a suspicious 
policeman 

From time to time he would break off taunting 
them with misplaced expressions of affection, to strut about 
the apartment on ransacking tours, returning to torment 
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them with the sight of articles of jewelry and wearing ap- 
parel he considered “finds.” 

Early in the morning he packed his loot—consisting of 
$68 in cash, two silk dresses, two fur coats, two diamond 
rings, and other articles—into a suitcase belonging to one 
X the women. With another typical display of brass 
he telephoned for a taxi. Before it arrived, he partly freed 
Miss Winters, warning that he would come back and kill her 
if she made an outcry or otherwise gave a quick alarm. 

The girl pleaded with him to leave her a little money, say- 
ing he had taken every cent she and Mrs. Gilbert owned. 

He did. He left three worn dimes on the living-room table. 

At 6.20 a. m., when the first rays of morning light were 
sifting through the lace curtains of the apartment, he de- 
parted in a taxi. 

Miss Winters promptly summoned the police. 


HE driver of a cab, located after hours of careful search, 

told the police afterward that he had driven Lone Wolf 
to a public park about a mile away, where the fare got out, 
muttering his intention of taking an electric car to a sub- 
urban town about ten miles outside the city. 

From that moment Lone Wolf’s whereabouts became as 
complete a mystery as on the 
previous occasions ! 

He did not take 
a car for the sub- 


urbs. Police inquiries 
proved that. What did 
he do? The police 
could not ascertain. 
His trail faded as com- 
pletely as though it 
never had existed. Nor 
did a prolonged inves- 
tigation at the apart- 
ment of the two women 
reveal anything. 
Black-faced news- 
paper type by the yard 
announced to the pub- 
lic this latest escapade 
of Lone Wolf. The 
details were so startling 
that they required no 
embellishment what- 
ever to create a sen- 
sation. The city buz- 
zed with excitement un- 







derneath which were shudders and íears on the part of 
the women and girls, particularly those who lived in apart- 
ment houses where no man resided. 

Extra uniformed policemen were thrown into the dis- 
trict. Plain-clothes men combed it from one end to the other 
for traces of the fiend. Scores of suspicious characters 
were shadowed. In a single night three different false-key 
workers were caught prowling in apartments. But none of 
them was Lone Wolf. 


F Lone Wolf were remaining in that community, he left 

no more trace of his whereabouts than would a tiny cloud 
of mist attacked by the noonday sun. 

As the days passed and no more boudoir banditry oc- 
curred, the: police began reassuring themselves that Lone 
Wolf had fled the city, perhaps to continue his nefarious 
crimes elsewhere. But again Lone Wolf convinced them 
that there is much truth in the old saying to the effect it 
is always calmest before the storm. Also, he demonstrated 
that he could be fully as daring as he was sensational. 

At 9.20 on the morning of February fifth, less than two 


“The Lone Wolf! 
save us, it's 
the Lone Wolf!" 









weeks after 
Lone Wolf's 
visit to the 
apartment of the 
two women, a man 
telephoned the editor 
of one of the city's 
newspapers. 
“Theres a story 
at (naming the address of an 
apartment house) Suite Sixty- 
(Continued on page 109) 


The 


CLUE of the 


A fusillade of shots — pandemonium — 
in that dance hall had subsided, an 
dead, and the only clue to his murderers 


e ELLO? 
Huh? oc 
Gee, the 


Oscawana ! 
. . . Where's Con- 
ners?... Huh? ... 
All right, I'll send a 
man right over !" 

Captain Griffin 
was excited! And it takes a lot to make a police official 
excited after he has lived in the heart of a big city's tender- 
loin for over ten years. It was midnight and we were at 
the Ogden Street station-house. I was attached at the time 
to the Ninety-eighth Precinct. Incidentally, before I go any 
further, let me say that for reasons'that make it necessary, 
all names I am giving are fictitious. 

I looked at Captain Griffin expectantly as I rose and 
reached mechanically for my hat. 

"Murphy reports finding a murdered man in the 
Oscawana !" he exclaimed. "What d'you know about that ? 
Better chase right over there! If you don't, Kinsella'll beat 
you to it!” 

He was calling up the home of Assistant District Attorney 
Kinsella, who was in charge of the Homicide Bureau in the 
D. A.'s office, before I had reached the door. 

Kinsella was a bear for work. He kept a telephone along- 
side his bed, and he responded to its call with all the speed 
of a fire chief to a seven-alarm fire. Not for him, were 
the morning-after reports. He was always on the spot him- 
self, and got there as fast as his car could take him. 

And this promised to be some conflagration ! 

Bill Conners, who owned the Oscawana, was a sort of 
czar of the underworld. His following was great and 
powerful. No one had ever before ventured to use his dance 
floor as a field of battle. Some reckless souls would pay 
dearly for their rashness. 

I hastened over to the Oscawana which stood on Trombley 
. Street, a few steps off Chadwick Avenue. 

Ordinarily every window in the two-story structure would 
have been blazing with light, the strains of an excellent 
orchestra shattering the midnight silence, and crowds of 
nattily dressed revelers (under the careful surveillance of 
Eat-'em-Up Bill) would have been seen dancing, or sitting 
at the small round tables which circled the walls. 

THAT night all was pitch-dark. The windows stared 
blankly on the deserted street. 

A small flickering shaft of light darted hither and yon 
like a huge firefly, appearing and disappearing at irregular 
intervals. In the dim light which seeped in from the street- 
lamps, I could make out a few overturned tables and chairs; 
beyond its feeble rays, the place was as dark as a tomb. 

'The front door led on to a wide hall, on the right side of 


which was a sort of box-office—on the left, a large open ` 


space leading to the dance hall. As soon as I entered, I 
could hear but not see Officer Murphy. He was muttering 
soft but savage expletives as he moved about. 

*Hello there, Murphy, what's the matter with the lights ?" 
I called out. 
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By Captain EDWARD F. RAYENS 


Formerly in charge of the Detective Bureau at the 
Office of the District Attorney 


As told to ISABEL STEPHEN 


“There ain't 
none," came his 
growled answer. 
"They've all been 
busted. Gosh, so 
far as‘I can see 
with this ‘spot,’ 
there's been one 
battle royal The 
place seems to have been splintered up to matchwood." 

“Where’s the telephone? Let's get some light before we 
go any further. And you had better stop investigating in 
the dark. You may move something out of place." 

It is natural for every patrolman to play with the idea of 
personally solving a murder mystery. As a matter of fact, 
they seldom get a chance, for members of the detective 
bureau are immediately put in charge, and they are obliged to 
return to the dull routine of pounding the pavements. 

Murphy was no exception, though he was an unusually 
intelligent officer. He received my order somewhat sullenly. 
I knew this from the peevish tone in which he answered: 

"I found a phone in that little cubby-hole near the front 
door. 'Bout the only thing that's not shot up——” 


I HEARD a crash and a volley of oaths from the exasper- 

ated copper as he evidently barked his shins against some 
overturned piece of furniture. With a smile I turned to the 
“box-office,” and telephoned for an electrician to bring along 
some bulbs. 

Murphy joined me and while we awaited the arrival of 
the man from the District Attorney's office and the 
electrician, he gave me a somewhat rambling account of 
how he had discovered the body. 

“I was goin’ the rounds, tryin’ all the doors on my beat, 
as usual,” he began, after removing his cap and passing a 
huge handkerchief over his perspiring forehead. 

“Well, when I turned into Trombley Street, I knew some- 
thing was up. Bill Connors’ place is just 'bout goin’ full 
blast ’round midnight. "Twas all dead quiet. I tried the 
knob and the door opened. Not a peep. I flashed me ‘spot’ 
and saw the tables ’round the walls all upset and the glasses 
smashed——” 

“Sure there are no lights left?” I interrupted. 

“Positeevle! I felt all ’round the wall and snapped each 
one. 'lhey'd all been doused. Well, passin’ through the 
dance hall, I worked through to the barroom at the back, 
and there, lyin’ half in and out o' the washroom, I found 
the dead man." 

"Let's have a look at it," I suggested. “You wait here." 

There was a lot in the papers right at that time about 
how the police were protecting the gangsters, intimating that 
the two bodies were real friendly, and that neither would do 
anything to harm the other. If they were friends, it was in 
print only, so far as my experience went. As I tacked my 
way through the litter of that demolished dance hall, I ex- 
pected any moment to have a broken bottle smashed over 
my head. Broken bottles were the favorite weapons of 
gangsters—and the police officers their favorite targets. 

As it was, I went free on that trip 


LEERING FACE 


darkness. When the panic 
unknown man was found 
was the leer on his face 










































lust as I entered the barroom, the sound of a commotion 
near the front door reached me. Murphy’s brogue was 
raised in expostulation. 

‘Hello! hello! Ed! Here's an electrician wants you!” 

[n the ringing tones, I recognized 
Kinsella’s voice. 

"Tell him to make his way through 
here to the back," I called out. Our 
voices echoed uncannily in the mid- 
night stillness. As I 
spoke, my flash-light 
fell on the dead body 
of a man, sprawling 
on the floor a 
few feet away. 

It was lying 
face down- 
ward, the 
arms close 
along the 
sides, one leg 
was out- 
stretched, the 
other had the 
knee bent so 
that the. foot 
was raised a 
few inches 
from the 


outer door and accom- 
panied the newcomers to 
the back room. 

"Nope," he answered, 
scratching his nose 
thoughtfully. Pursing his 
long upper lip and screw- 
ing his éyes into gimlet holes, he 
“leaned forward and scrutinized the 
corpse for a full minute before he 
continued: “He didn't belong 'round here, that's 


floor. The posi- 
tion of the body 
gave me the dis- 
tinct impression 
that the man had been 
shot unawares—but this 
was yet to be shown. 

In a few minutes the 


electrician had the bulbs sure. And he don't look like he'd belonged to the 
fixed in the barroom, and before he had time to complete — swell-mob that sometimes come here on slummin’ parties." 
the job in the dance hall, Duffy, Central Office detective, “That used to come here, you mean," I said. "I'll bet this'll 
und a photographer arrived on the scene. be the end of the Oscawana.” 

\fter notes had been made on exactly how the body lay, “Yah, 'twill be that,” Murphy agreed. Straightening up, 
it was turned over on its back, and the man from Head- he shook his head mournfully. “Nobuddy but a stranger 
juarters searched the clothing for identification clues. would have started anything here! Know what I think, 


‘Recognize him?" I asked Murphy, who had closed the Sergeant?” (I was a sergeant at that time.) I looked at 
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him inquiringly. Unlike Duffy, I took stock of what the 
patrolman was saying. He knew the East Side characters— 
and character—like a well-thumbed book. “I think that this 
bloke was one of them idjits that oncet in a while come 
buttin into Chadwick lookin’ for 
excitement. An’ they git it when they 
mix up with one of the gunmen's 
molls !” 


“Cherchez la femme! as the 
French say" I commented, then 
grinned. Murphy scowled. His was 


a matter-of-fact intellect and 
he regarded all facetiousness 
with suspicion. “That means, 
in English, ‘Look for the 
woman !'" I explained. 

“That’s right, Sergeant,” 
he nodded. “No thug ’round 
here wouldn’t stick up a 
guy in the Oscawana unless 
he was seein’ red ` 





'bout somethin’ 
and » 

Here Duffy in- 
terrupted. 


“I would like to 
ask Murphy a 
few ques- 
tions," he said, A 
addressing me. Pi 
Then without /; s 
further pre- 
amble, he 
turned to the 
patrolman and 
shot at him 
the regular 
routine in- 
quiry. He 
asked for— 
and received— 
no theories. 
As I examined 
the body of the 
dead man, I heard 
Murphy giving the 
orthodox answers. 

The first thing 
that struck me 
about the dead man 
was his face. It was 
































ultrafashionable clothes, silk shirt, tricky socks and well 
oiled hair suggested this. He had dressed quite in the mode 
of the élite in gangdom, but the broad shoulders and cai 
loused hands with their highly-polished finger-nails. set him 
in some unknown circle beyond 
the pale of the beaux of the 
Chadwick avenue 

I glanced over the articles 
which the man from  Head- 
quarters had taken from the 
dead man's pockets and laid out 
on the bar. Quite a sizeable 
roll of bills confirmed Murphy's 
opinion that the stranger had 
not been the victim of a “stick- 
up." In addition to this there 
were the' usual articles which 
men carry, such as keys, a 
pocket-knife, and so on. A 
fine linen monogrammed 
handkerchief with a ^G" 
embroidered in red, four 
theater stubs, and a gun, 
offered themselves as the 
best possible clues since 
not a scrap of paper bear- 
ing any names or addresses 
was in the collection. 

*Must 'a' been 
shootin' pretty close, 
Sergeant," Murphy 
whispered to 
me out of the 
corner of his 
mouth. “See 
the bit of a 
powder 
mark ?" 

“Yes, and 
I'm inclined to 
think you are 
all right, 
Murphy," I 
answered him 
in the same 
key. 

We hung 
around, listen- 
ing to the re- 
marks of the 
Assistant Med- 






a weak face, good- ical Examiner 
looking in a rather and Duffy 
effeminate way. The until the men 
dark hair was rather from the 
long and waved off morgue ar 
the high, narrow It was a deliberate action, an invita- rived with 
forehead à la Lord -tion to a fight—but I refused to be their basket t« 
Byron; the eyes, distracted cart the corpse 


which were now star- 
ing blankly at the ceiling were large, dark grey, and fringed 
by long dark lashes. 

However, it was the smirk of complacency—the leer— 
which death had frozen on the full, sensual lips, which ar- 
rested my attention. No expression of agony there. In the 
midst of some pleasing thought, it seemed, the mysterious 
stranger seeking adventure had been hurled into the greatest 
adventure of all. The eyes, too, seemed to express nothing 
more than a faint, hurt surprise—a mild wonder—but that 
was all It, was exactly as if death had swooped down on 
him so suddenly that the brain “centrals” had been discon- 
nected in the midst of a communication to the facial muscles. 

In life the murdered man had been quite a dandy. His 





away 

Though 
Duffy was 
rather positive in his theory that the death was one of 
those “accidents” in gang land which kept the slabs at the 
morgue overburdened, the Medical Examiner's verdict was 
“Murder committed by persons unknown.” I had drawn 
his attention to the powder marks 

"Coming my way, Kinsella?" Duffy invited the Assistant 
District Attorney, as we all prepared to leave 

"No, I want to have a talk with Rayens," he answered 
Then turning to me, he suggested: “What about getting a 
cup of coffee and talking it over ?" 

I agreed readily. Over a cup of good steaming java in 
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one of the open-ail-night lunch rooms, we discussed the case. 

Unlike most young prosecuting attorneys, who belligerently 
challenge every statement with sarcastic wrangling, Mr. 
Kinsella had the gift of listening quietly and without ques- 
tion until he had received and digested the whole story of the 
other party. Then, he was thoroughly prepared to shoot it 
tull of holes if it proved to be of flimsy structure. 


“UNQUESTIONABLY Murphy is right in his opinion 

that the dead man didn’t belong hereabouts,” I ex- 
plained. “The muscular development shows that he had been 
engaged in handling heavy weights of some kind. The 
palms of his hands are calloused, but the skin isn't ingrained 
with grime as it would be if he had been a street laborer, 
nor were the nails broken like you find them among the 
navvies. Whatever his work was, I believe it was indoors, 
l'he texture of the skin on his face showed that. 

"[ don't believe that he was killed accidentally in a gun- 
men's shooting party; none of the mobs around here would 
have pulled off anything like that with a stranger around. 
They make darned sure when they start anything that only 
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so far as we were concerned, the potentialities of the case 
were possibilities to conjure with. It wasn't the murder, but 
the far-reaching results of the murder having been com- 
mitted on the premises of the czar of the underworld, that 
made it an assignment to be prayed for, and coveted above 
all else. 

My fingers had thrilled with enthusiasm as I- made out 
my report. The Captain’s dry remarks sent my spirits 
tobogganing down to zero. There was a lot of rivalry 
between the men at Headquarters and the precinct men. 
We seldom got a chance at the big things. We had too much 
routine detail to attend to. If we were too ambitious, we 
were transferred. 

Those were the days of the real organized gangsters who 
were of an entirely different breed from the hop-filled young 
morons who gq by that pame to-day, Their molls wore 
sables and the young bucks were backed up by big money and 
political influence. The “hold-up” boys who are getting so 
much attentian now, are breught in wearing cheap, ready- 
made clothing, and their “sweeties” are dressed in cat-fur- 
trimmed garments bought on the instalment plan; their ex- 


I 


TOOK a chance, and sent a decoy letter to the susceptible iron- 
worker, signing Handsome Hetty’s name to it. 


My case depended 


on him. In naming Lew Terrill's as the rendezvous, I realized that 
I was treading on dangerous ground, but had I mentioned any 
other place, Geib might have become alarmed. I was desperately 


afraid that ——" 


- 
r 
, 





their own kind are present. That goes, of course, only for 


a regular shooting-up party such as Duffy believes the . 


ruction last night to have been. 

“Again, if on leaving the washroom and stepping into the 
bar, the stranger had found the gangsters shooting up the 
place, he wouldn’t have regarded the proceeding with that 
pleasant little smirk. There would have been horror and 
iear—but hardly amusement. Of course, death might have 
wiped out the expression of horror, but surely it wouldn’t 
have replaced it with a smile of pleasure.” 

“Any theory as to the motive?” Mr. Kinsella asked slowly. 

I repeated Murphy’s opinion, which interested him very 
much evidently, from the close attention he gave to it, 
though he didn’t say whether he approved or disapproved 
of it. 

Dawn was breaking when we left the restaurant. Fruit 
hucksters’ carts rattling over the cobblestones on their way 
to pick up “seconds” at the early morning markets on the 
West Side, were the only signs of activity. 


RETURNED to the station-house to make out my report 

and the. Assistant District Attorney went home. 

“What a chance!” I exclaimed, as I laid the sheets on 
the Captain’s desk, and explained Mr. Kinsella’s interest in 


my theories. At that time I was young, terribly enthusiastic 
and a bit hot-headed. 
“Humph! As you say, Eddie, ‘What a chance!’ but I’ve 


my suspicions that Headquarters may not give you a look 
in. Kinsella may not have done you such a favor, after all, 
in turning down Duffy and picking you out. Well, we'll see.” 

From a detective fiction writer’s point of view, the material 
was spoiled because the mysterious stranger was obviously 
alien to the romantic inner circles of the gilded rich. But 


chequers are their pockets, which are far too empty to 
engage even moderately priced lawyers. 

Depressed by the Captain’s warning, it was ten o’clock in 
the morning before I fell asleep. Yet I was dead tired for 
I had been called up on an uninteresting emergency case in 
the early afternoon of the day before and had been constantly 
on the go for eighteen hours. 


HARPLY had I dropped off, however, when I was 
awakened by someone roughly shaking my shoulder. 

“Get up, Eddie, the Commissioner wants you to report 
to Headquarters at once,” I heard my mother say as I 
struggled back to consciousness. “I hated to waken you, and 
you sleeping so hard, like the dead, but the note the officer 
brought has ‘urgent’ written on it.” 

I sprang out of bed, dressed, gulped a couple of cups of 
strong, hot coffee, and left the house within half an hour 
after receiving the summons. 

The sun was shining brightly but it didn’t help me any. 
I was filled with forebodings. It was very rarely that a 
precinct man was summoned to the Commissioner’s office 
except for a reprimand, or a notice that he was to be “trans- 
ferred for the good of the service.” 

These seven words droned in my eyes and synchronized 
with the mingled noises of street traffic and the rumbling 
clatter of the subway. My subconscious mind reminded me 
of something I had paid little attention to while we were all 
gathered around the murdered man at the Oscawana. Duffy 
had overheard my conversation with Murphy. I was not 
sure whether or not I had drawn the attention of the Assist- 
ant Medical Examiner to the grinning mouth of the corpse. 
Any way, what had seemed brilliant deduction, at that time, 
now mocked me as insipid drooling. (Continued on page 83) 
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Amelia Clark's one romance was abruptly 
peared. Major Lewis' heart was 


By Major ROBERT E. LEWIS 


formerly of the United States Secret Service, Army 
Intelligence, and Bureau of Investigation, U. S. 
Department of Justice 


N the morning of December 20, 1921, just as I en- 

Q tered the Court House Building, Captain Charles 
Branden, in charge of the Missing Person's Bureau 
of the Baltimore Police Department, hailed me. 

"T've just sent you a case, Bob," he said. "She is probably 
at your office right now. Name’s Amelia Clark—old maid. 
From what I can make out they've run in some low-trick 
stuff on her. Wish you luck—but look out for the nigger 
in the woodpile!" he called back breezily as he left me 
before I could thank him. 

I went to my office in the Consolidated Building. "There 
I found the lady awaiting my arrival. 

Miss Amelia Clark was a stout, good-natured looking 
woman, close to forty. She was genuinely old-fashioned— 
judging from her appearance and manner—and in the none 
too intelligent, rather vacuous face, there shone a certain 
nobility of character. She appeared to be considerably em- 
barrassed; the matter, to her, most certainly was a very 
delicate one. 

I introduced myselí. She bowed slightly and I invited her 
to take a chair nearer my desk, where I could talk with her. 

“Captain Branden sent me to you, sir," she began. “He 
says that if anyone can find Harvey, you, can." She paused, 
her emotions seeming to have overcome her. When she 
looked up there were tears in her eyes. “Oh, won't you 
plase find Harvey?” pleaded Miss Clark. “I know something 
dreadful has happened to him!” 

I nodded. “I will do what I can,” I said. 

“T haven’t much money left but I will gladly give you all 
I have to find him,” she went on. “His name is Prime— 
Harvey Prime—and we were to have been married. I’m 
afraid he has been*kidnapped or robbed, for he had a good 
deal of money in his possession the night he disappeared, 
and if you'll only find him for ” Here the poor woman 
broke into a heavy gust of weeping. 

It was easy to see that she was a simple, very tender- 
hearted woman, into the dull drab monotony of whose life 
romance had come—warmly welcome, like the sudden com- 
ing of the glorious sunshine on a dreary winter’s day. Just 
the sort of woman who would remain loyal to one love all 
her life. 

“The matter may not be as bad as you think, Miss Clark,” 
I said. “If you will now try to give me all the facts, I shall 
certainly do my very best to help you.” 

This assurance seemed to comfort her and she gained 
control of her emotions. 

“Now then, what is your address, Miss Clark?” 

She gave me an address on Park Avenue and I wrote it 
. down. “I live with my stepmother and her son, George, 
my stepbrother,” she informed me. “My mother died when 
I was quite young. She left ten thousand dollars in bank, 
in my name. Five years ago father died. I never went out 
at all or had company until I met Harvey. My stepmother 





did not like me to go out—until I became friends with 
Harvey. And I'm very fond of George, my~stepbrother, 
although he doesn’t seem to get along very well in the 
world—he can’t get the right kind of a job.” 

“T see. Are you employed, Miss Clark?” 

“Oh, yes, sir. I work at Towson, Maryland. 
adding-machine operator.” 

“Was there not a money matter of some sort between you 
and your sweetheart?” 

Miss Clark colored a bit. “Yes, sir, there was. But 
Harvey had always said that he would.not touch a cent of 
mine; he wouldn’t even let me buy him a necktie. He 
was a very upright, particular man. You see, it was this 
way, sir. 

“Harvey was employed in a broker’s office, and one eve- 
ning when he met me he said there was a big chance to 
make a lot of money if one only had a few thousand dollars 
to invest. I offered to lend him the money, but he would 
not take it, although he said he could double it in a short 
time—perhaps triple it, he said. So I insisted that he invest 
the ten thousand for me. 

“At first he refused. But I finally persuaded him, and the 
next day I drew it out and gave it to him that very night. 
And that was the night he disappeared, sir—at least I haven't 
seen him since then." 

“What night was that?” 

“Wednesday, sir. I was to meet him again the next night, 
as usual, but he did not appear at our regular meeting-place. 
I wrote to him, but have had no word in reply. Harvey was 
too kind and loving, far too good, to leave me of his own 
accord." 

“In what brokerage office was he employed?” 

“T don't know. He never told me." 

“That is rather strange, don't you think?” 

"No, sir. We just happened never to speak of it, that's 
al : 

*Where does he live, Miss Clark ?" 

“T don't know, sir. I wrote him at General Delivery." 

“That’s strange. Why did you write to him at general 
delivery. Didn't you have his home address ?" 

"No, sir. It was this way: Harvey was a very sensitive, 
nervous, bashful man, and he was afraid if my letters came 
to his boarding-house, the other boarders would tease him 
about getting letters from a girl. And Harvey could not 
stand anything like that, sir. He was a very modest, re- 
tiring sort of man. So we arranged that I should write to 
him at general delivery. He was very sensitive about his 
voice, too. It was a soft voice, sir, like a girl’s—falsetto, I 
guess you would call it. Like my own, his eyes were very 
weak and he wore green-tinted glasses when we went out 
in the daytime: But it was mostly at night that I would meet 


I am an 


- him, in the evenings, sir." . 


"Why did you meet him in the evenings? Did he not 
come to your home to see you?” 

“Well, my stepbrother, George, didn’t like me to go out 
anywhere, or to have any gentlemen friends." 

“I see. George thinks he has a reason for being jealous, 
no doubt. Where did you meet this Harvey Prime?" 

“While George was away in New York, mother insisted 
that I go. to a dance given by the carpenters union, and it 
was there that I met Harvey." 


Missing LOVER 


halted when her fiancé suddenly disap- 
touched. He took up the case, and — 


*Have you the letters you received from him?" 

*Oh, yes, sir, I brought them along," and she handed me 
a little bundle of letters. 

*Now, Miss Clark, kindly give me a description of Harvey 
Prime, and any other facts you are able to recall about his 
actions." 


*Harvey was a nice-looking man, sir. At least I thodght 


so. He was rather short and he had beautiful black hair 
But his eyes were weak and he 


and a little black mustache. 

















had to wear 
thick - lensed 
glasses almost 

constantly." 

"His age, please, and tell 
me just how he was dressed 
the last time you saw him." 

"He was thirty-six. He was dressed in a light-colored 
suit, double-breasted, and wore a low collar and black tie, 

- and a brown felt hat.” 

“What is your stepbrother's full name, Miss Clark?” 

"George Hughes. He's a nice-looking man, too, just 
about the size of Harvey but he has red hair and Harvey's 
is black. He has light gray eyes and is smooth shaven." 

“I see. He is smooth shaven and Harvey has a mustache. 
You said that he is away from home a great deal. When 
was he last away ?" 

"George was away—in New York—the last time I saw 
poor Harvey—the very night he disappeared. He went to 
New York to see about a position." 

"Did Harvey Prime have any relatives in Baltimore ?" 

“No, sir. His folks are all dead." 


“I think that will be all for the present, Miss Clark. I _ 
shall certainly do all I can for you. My advice is that you 
should endeavor to forget Harvey Prime just as quickly as 
you can. When people disappear like that, they rarely are 
found and it is wise to be prepared for the worst." 

“Then what has happened to him, sir? Oh, please tell 
me——” 

“Now then, Miss Clark, if you'll just leave that question 
in my hands, I'll do all I can for you," I assured her. 

It was certainly a "queer" case—just as Captain Branden 
had said. And certainly 
there appeared to be a 
"nigger in the wood- 
pile" somewhere 


"Oh, won't you 
lease find 
arvey?’’ 
leaded Miss 
lark. “I know 
something 
dreadful has 
happened to 
him!” 


When Miss Clark had taken her tearful departure, I went 
over all the facts given by my client very carefuliy 

Then I read the love letters that Harvey Prime had 
written to her. They appeared to be the usual “soft-soap”’ 
love stuff. I got nothing unusual from them. 

Now, much as I would like to be able to relate an 
interesting "break" from the start-off, truth compels me to 
state that there certainly was not a single lead to what ap- 
peared to be, from my point of view, a somewhat unusual 
case. Of course I had suspicions—unfounded ones—but a 
suspicion without fact is merely guesswork. 

So far there seemed nothing to do but put the usual 
methods of procedure in such a case into effect: advertising, 
broadcasting description of the missing lover, offering a re- 
ward and all the ordinary stunts. Unfortunately, there was 
no photograph obtainable. 
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'I determined to have a talk with Mr. George Hughes. 
Perhaps he could recall something Miss Clark had over- 
looked, and so give me a lead. I dictated a letter to him, 
asking him to drop me a line stating when it would be 
convenient to him to call at my office in connection with the 
disappearance of his sister's fiancé. 


HE City Directory gave no such name as Hatvey Prime. 

There were a number of families of that name in Balti- 
more. They were visited by my assistants, who reported that 
none of them had ever heard of a Harvey Prime, and not 
one member of any of these families resembled, in any way 
whatsoever, the description of the missing lover. 

Harvey Prime had told Amelia Clark that he was em- 
ployed in a broker’s office. Accordingly, I instructed my 
assistants to call at all the brokerage offices in town to learn 
if a Harvey Prime had been employed in any one of them. 
Their report astounded me. None of the offices 
had ever heard of a man by that name! 

On the following, day—Sunday—I was. in 
my office, my active attention engaged with 
other matters; but the Harvey Prime case in- 


sisted on keeping on top in my mind. 

On Monday I went over to Police Head- 
quarters and called on my friend, Captain 
Branden, of the Missing Persons’ Bureau. 

“Well, old boy,” the Captain greeted me, “did you find 
that poor old maid's sweetheart ?” 

"Captain," I told him, “I’m up against a blank wall on 
that case. No photograph of the missing man—no address— 
I can't seem to locate the brokerage office where he worked. 
| suppose thugs got to him, having first learned that he 
had ten thousand dollars on him." 

Captain Branden thought a minute. “Listen. Pil assign 
a detective to help you on this matter as it is really a Police 
Department case, and you and he go to every brokerage 
office, including the handlers of high-class stocks and bonds, 
ind take a look—personally—at every one of their employees. 
It is my opinion that some clerk, through speculation, got 


Hughes sprang 
to his feet, as he 
pulled his gun 


into a financial jam, needed cash quick, knew of that girl's 
ten thousand bucks, and contrived to meet her at that dance, 
assuming the name Harvey Prime. Now get busy along 
that line, and I think you'll get somewhere." 

"All right, Captain, I'll do that very thing. 
crack through somewhere." 

With Detective Sergeant Harry Murch, I went to my 
office. Utilizing every operative I could spare for the work, 
we divided the lists of brokerage offices, banks, trust com- 
panies, and other dealers in stocks and bonds among us, 
Detective Murch and I taking the larger concerns. 

Then began a weary task. 

At Blake & Higgins, on Calvert Street, we learned that 
a man who had been employed under the name of Albert 
Wesley, whose description, as given by the chief clerk, 
seemed to tally suspiciously close with that of Harvey Prime, 
had only recently been discharged. 


We have to 


Detective, Murch and 
I finally located Albert 
Westley but, as usually 
is the case, his descrip- 
tion did not answer that 
of Harvey Prime. 
Which shows how 
inaccurate the aver- 
age person is with 
respect to 
descriptions. 
My opera- 
tives fared no 


















better than Murch and I in that disheartening 
search. We found no one who answered the 
description we had of the missing Harvey Prime. 

The following morning I again went over the 
case, reviewing carefully what facts I had in connection 
with Harvey Prime. Then another thought struck me. It 
looked almighty odd that Harvey Prime should disappear at 
the very time that George Hughes was said to be away in 
New York. It appeared to me to be very strange—more 
than a coincidence. 


THEN went over Harvey Prime's letters again, pains- 

takingly. The writing was a perfectly vertical one; it was 
clean, plain, though evidently in a rapid hand, which spoke 
well for the skill of the writer. Suddenly I discovered a 
certain peculiarity in the handwriting ; there was an odd twist 
to some of the letters. But I failed to find any obvious 
attempt at disguising the writing. 
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Nevertheless, I was anxious now to get a specimen of 
George Hughes' handwriting. I was hoping that he would 
reply to my letter. 

I decided to call on Amelia Clark on arriving at the little 
house on Park Avenue, which was strongly redolent of 
boiled cabbage. I was ushered into the tiny parlor by a 
shabby-looking youngster. 

Crowded with cheap, upholstered furniture in bizarre 
colors, that funny little room presented a very old-fashioned 
appearance. There was a large framed photograph of a 
queer-looking woman dressed in a costume much like that 
of a Spanish peasant, hanging just above the mantel. Un- 
derneath was inscribed the name, in odd, straggling hand- 
writing: “Carmedes Zuoalaga"; a most unusual name. There 
was something about that handwriting that was familiar. 


UST then Miss Clark entered. She was red-eyed from 

crying. She greeted me effusively—marked anxiety show- 
ing in her fat face. 

“Have you any news 
anxious ? 

“T have accomplished nothing so 
far, Miss Clark,” I replied evasively. 
"[ regret very much that I have no 
good news for you. There are several 
things I wish to 
ask you. By the 
way, that is a very 
unusual photograph 
over the mantel, and 
a very strange name. 
Will you be good 
enough to tell me 
who that lady is?" 

“That is my step- 
mother. Her maiden 
name was Zuoalaga. 
It is a queer name, 
isn't it? My step- 
mother is a Basque. 
The Basques are a 
strange race of 
people who live all 
to themselves, in the 
Pyrenees, I think it 
ig? 


of poor Harvey? I am so 





"Thank you. Is 
that her handwriting at the 
bottom of the photograph ?" 

"No, sir. It was written 
by George, my stepbrother." 

I took another look at 
that stragglingly written 
name, “Carmedes Zuoalaga.” 
Despite the poor writing, 

' there certainly appeared to 
be one or two little characteristics 
quite similar to those I found in the 
Harvey Prime letters 

“Is your stepbrother at home, Miss Clark?” 

“No, sir. George is in New York. He is a 
very clever amateur actor, and he went to New 
York to try to get a position on the stage there." 

An actor! That might very readily account for the 
beautiful black hair, and that mustache, if George was real 
clever at disguises. 

“Miss Clark, what color were Harvey Prime’s eyes ?” 

"I don't know—for sure," she replied hesitatingly. “I 
never saw them except at night when we were walking, but 
I think they were a light gray." 


Light gray. George Hughes' eyes were light gray. My 
uspicions were beginning to be confirmed 
"Did George receive a letter from me, Miss Clark?" 


“No, sir. He left for New York before it arrived. An 
envelope came that has your office address on it. ] am 
keeping it for him." 

“When.do you expect him back ?' 

“About Thursday, I think—day after tomorrow.” 

S HEN he arrives, please ask him to drop me a line 
making an appointment at my office, will you ?" 

“Yes, sir. I will see that he does so." 

*Miss Clark, was George always away when you saw Mr 

Harvey Prime?” i 

The girl pondered a few seconds. 
Yes, every time | 
sa. Harvey, George was 


think 


‘Yes, sir, I 


S — 















awa, 

“Don’t you think that 
rather odd?” 

“No, sir. George is away 
so much " 





"What night did you say 
it was that you gave Harvey 


Detective Murch 
stepped quickly 
from behind the 
screen 


Prime the ten 
thousand dol- 
lars —the last 
time you saw him?" 

“Wednesday night, Decem- 
ber the eighteenth." 


"Are you positive that 
George was away that 
night ?" 


"Yes, sir, I'm sure of it. 
He went to New York ss 
“When did he leave for 
New York?” 
“That same day, sir—in the after- 
noon.” 
“Thank you. 
I left, feeling strangely elated. 
George was a “clever actor.” 
eyes—so did George Hughes. The two men had never ap 
peared together. Amelia Clark had seen Harvey Prime only 
when George Hughes was away 
Things were certainly beginning to look interesting to me 
In making the rounds of the brokers, trust companies, and 
banks, I had endeavored to learn if anyone by the name of 
Harvey Prime, or any one answering his description, had 
deposited ten thousand dollars—or (Continued on page 70) 





I think that is all.” 


Harvey Prime had gray 










The 


SEVEN Who DIED 


By One Who Lived 


New York, Philadelphia, Washington, and Boston 

were upset by a series of strange and seemingly ir- 

rational murders, apparently done by the same hand. 
Seven persons, none of whom seemed to have any enemies, 
were killed. One of them was a beautiful woman. 

On or near the body of each of these unfortunates was 
found a small wooden roulette wheel, black and red, about 
an inch and a half long and it was these tiny roulette wheels 
that served to link up the murders as having been done by 
the same hand, although no proof was available. 

These crimes were attributed to the hand of a madman, 
but in the investigation a significant thing had escaped the 
police, namely, if they had gone a little further they would 
have discovered that a certain ship that sailed from Havre, 
France, some time before these murders were committed, 
had on board all seven of the murdered people. But the 
police didn't find this out, and that is why I am here to 
tell this story—which will reveal the secret. For, I am 
that supposed madman. 


E SE LERBAINS is eleven minutes out of Paris 

by rail and it was there I lived for a while when I was 
a student in Paris, taking a course in chemistry, immediately 
after my graduation from an American college. Enghien 
was a miniature Monte Carlo, and the Casino its chief at- 
traction and support. 

One evening, feeling bored, I strolled over to the lake in 
the direction of the Casino and there by chance I met 
Carmelita Perez, beautiful Spanish girl who was to play 
such a large part in my young life. 
two. 

[ entered the Casino, placed a 10-frane piece on the 
wheel, and there, that night, began one of the most spec- 

- tacular "runs" ever witnessed at Enghien-les-Bains. When 
-the croupier finally turned down his box, signifying that 
the bank could go no further, I was 200,000 francs the 
richer, which at the then exchange rate, was about $40,000 
in American money. 

Out on the terrace of the Casino, overlooking the lake, 
| was having a glass of refreshment a few minutes later 
when a note was dropped at my feet by Carmelita, who 
passed my table with a group of men. I opened it hastily. 


Y will probably remember that about three years ago, 


"Soignez-vous bien vers la maison! it read. “Look out 
for yourself on the way home!" did not like the looks 
of the four men who were with Carmelita. They had, I 


noticed, hovered over the table where I was playing, and 
had seen the croupier hand me the 200,000 francs I was then 
carrying in my pocket. 


I EVOLVED a plan. Instead of going back to my lodg- 

ings in Enghien and being waylaid and relieved of my 
money, I would hire a taxi and drive to Paris for the night. 
By bribing a chauffeur, for 150 francs I engaged a car for 
the rest of the night—without the services of a driver. I 
wanted to be alone, and I would drive the car myself. Just 
as [ was getting in it I heard a woman's scream. 

In the semi-darkness, twenty yards away, under a row 
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I was then but twenty- | 


of trees by La Jetée, which led away from the Casino, I 
saw a woman struggling with a group of men. I rushed 
toward the group. It proved to be Carmelita Perez, and 
she was in trouble. 

I haven't mentioned, I think, that I am of good height and 
muscular, and that for two seasons at college | was named 
as All-American tackle. I attribute the success of my 
movements at that instant, however, to the íact that I 
rather took them by surprise. I bowled into them, scatter- 
ing them right and left. One man, who seemed to be drag- 
ging Carmelita by the arm, was the recipient of a terrific 
left hook that landed under his ear and lifted him clean 
off his feet, depositing him full length in the gutter. 

The grip on her arm released, Carmelita turned. and ran 
swiftly toward my car. One man blocked my way, and 
my straight-arm left disposed of him without delay, as 
I turned and followed her. The engine of my car was run- 
ning. The Spanish girl vaulted into the seat next the driver's, 
I sprang behind the wheel almost as if I had wings, my foot 
glued itself to the gas pedal, and with a tremendous roar the 
car shot around the corner on two wheels and took the road to 
Paris. As we took the curve, out of the corner of my eye I 
saw the group running swiftly in the direction of an automo- 
bile that was parked across the street from the Casino. 


I LAUGHED aloud with the joy of the chase. To go 

roaring through the night with a pretty girl sitting at my 
side! Life holds little that is more thrilling, more satis- 
fying. I glanced down at her. The covering had slipped 
from her head, and her hair lay flat and sleek against 
her cheek, her eyes sparkling in their black depths. She 
shouted to me over the roar of the engine: 

“They have a very fast car!” 

Her English was perfect, though with a pretty little ac- 
cent. 

I laughed as we took one of the numerous curves and 
righted ourselves instantly. 

"It will have to be fast," I shouted back. 

“They will kill both of us, if they catch us!" she shouted 
in her pretty English, and as I glanced back at her she drew 
her hand swiftly across her throat in a familiar throat-cut- 
ting gesture. “Have you a weapon?” 

I shook my head. 

“There are six of them," she shouted. “The other three 
were back of the bushes. None of them would hesitate to 
kill us—you, anyway," was the diverting information I 
received next. 

I laughed. “They won't catch us," I replied. And yet 
I was uneasy, for it seemed to me that over the noise of 
my engine and the rushing of the wind I had caught the 
beat of a powerful motor behind us somewhere— not too 
near, yet near enough to be a menace. 

"Is the car faster than this one?" | asked. 

"Yes, yes!" she shouted back. “It can go ninety miles 
an hour! Can you beat that to the gate of Paris?” 

I nodded. “I think so.” Once at the gate of Paris we were 
safe, for gendarmes were always stationed there, I knew. 


What offense could be so atrocious as to make a man 
spend years planning seven murders ? 


“If they catch us . She paused significantly, and not throw it off. Nearer and nearer came the roar oí 
I knew of what she was thinking their motor until, as I glanced back swiftly once, I almost 

The French 
criminal is dií- 
ferent in his 
method from the 
American crimi- 
nal. The French- 
man seldom uses 
a gun.  Some- 
times he uses a 
knife, for throat 
slitting is silent 
and effective, but 
more often he 
uses the  time- 
honored French 
method of stran- 
gulation. This, 
I am led to be- 
lieve, is not pleas- 
ant. Certainly 
it is not too 
charming to con- 
template — and 
I knew that I 
could be over- 
powered if 
they caught up 
to me, for they 
were six to 
one. I de- 
cided to keep 
going, to stop 
for nothing. 

Landmark 
after landmark 
flew back- 
wards as we 
roared down 
the road to 
Paris, taking 
perilous curves 
without slack- 
ening speed, 
trusting to 



















































"Who were 
those men 
I saw as 
we ap- 
proached?" 
asked the 
officer 


thought I 
could distin- 
guish its black 
bulk just before we 
turned another of the 
perpetual curves and 
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luck that the car 
would hold the road. 
And now I knew 
that it was not my imagination when I had thought I heard 
tne beat of a pursuing car, for fast as we went we could 
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lost it. I jockeyed the car down the middle of the road, 
pressed down on the gas pedal until there was no more left 
to press, and still nearer and nearer thundered our er 
suers. 

Thus did we flash down the road to Paris, with death Sie 
ing us at every curve, and certain death in our wake. I 
wondered whether we could make it, and as I listened to 
the oncoming car I became a bit doubtíul, but my doubts 
and my fears became a certainty an instant later. 

There was an explosion that was almost like a cannon 
shot, and I knew that my front tire had gone. At the 
terrific speed we were traveling it was impossible to stop, 
and impossible to guide the car. We swerved toward the 
side of the road, struck a tree a glancing blow that shook my 
system to its foundations, and a moment later the car was 
lying overturned in the ditch a few feet from where Car- 
melita and I had been thrown out. 

She sat up slowly, smiling át me a bit doubtfully. I was 
hurt, I felt, though I did not yet know where. However, on 
hands and knees I began to crawl in her direction. 

Before I could reach her there came the roar 
and rush of the pursuing car down the road. With 
a grinding of brakes and a guttural shouting of 
imprecations from its occupants, the car stopped 
a few feet from us. Six men piled from the ton- 
neau and leaped in our direction. 


THERE was the glitter of moonlight on steel 
blades. It was then I knew that it was doubtful 
whether I would ever see the morning sun. 

There has been a great deal of bad luck in my 
life, but even with all this, I have always felt 
that I have a good angel hovering over me, an 
angel who takes care of me in extremity, though 
it spares me none of the suffering that I endure 
up to that extremity. It has been so from in- 
fancy—I go through a great deal, but always, be- 
fore the final coup that is to put me out of ex- 
istence, something happens that saves me. 

It was so this night, when it certainly appeared 
as though I was not to live another moment. It 
happened curiously, too—a happening in a million, 
if I may say so. It took the approach of a World 
War, and the preparations incidental to that war, 
to save my life, and as I look back on it I think 
there was something out of this world about the 
happening. It was as though I was to be saved 
for some purpose, though what that purpose was, 

{ was not to know until long afterwards. 

L think, sometimes, that it would have been 
better for the world if it had not happened—if 
the knife that flashed, suspended for an instant over 
my heart, had been buried there and my busy brain 
plunged into oblivion forever. There would not now 
be several million men in the world—the flower of the 
youth of many countries, who would never again know 
perfect health, perfect lungs, perfect sight. Hundreds 
of thousands would not have died miserably in the 
trenches where they stood defending their country's 
honor, as it is so quaintly called. There are a million 
widows now alive, who would, perhaps, not have been 
widowed if that knife had fulfilled its destiny. It is 
on such small things that the fate of millions hangs. 
I will not tell you exactly what I mean now, but you 
will soon learn. 


THE year in which these events happened was that fatal 

year, the year before the great World War. To you 
in America the war came as a surprise, but it was no sur- 
prise on the Continent. Everyone knew that a great war 
was imminent, that it could break out at any moment. Ar- 
maments were prepared, armies were drilled—always in the 
guise of reviews, and so on. Military maneuvers were con- 


stantly being carried on by all countries. However, they 
were always careful to hold none of these reviews and ma- 
neuvers too near the border—in order to give no country a 
chance to call it an overt military act. Warships were 
being built, each one more powerful than the last, great 
guns were being invented to sink these warships, and 
classes were called to the colors more quickly than usual 
and trained more thoroughly. And during it all, Europe 
enjoyed the greatest prosperity in its existence. 

All over France troops were being drilled and forti- 













thank 
for so well 


"I want to 
you, monsieur, 
taking care of ma petite" 


fications were being manned. It was to this that I owe 
my life. Paris, as you unquestionably know, is surrounded 
by a ring of iron. There are forts all around it, and dur- 
ing the year before the war they were manned at full 
strength. There was a frequent movement of troops from 
one to the other of these forts, and usually the 
movement was at night, when the roads were less fre- 
quented and observers scarcer. The distances are not 
great from one of these forts to the other, and 


. 
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the movement of troops was generally by foot. 

That is just what happened. As I lay there, dazed, glanc- 
ing upwards at Death, there came a low rumbling sound of 
the’ steady tramp of feet from around the near bend in the 
road, then the rattle and clash of sabers, and the scuff of 
horses’ hoofs. A sharp command rang through the night 


air, and the cavalry advance of the regiment which—I 
learned later—was being moved from one fort to another, 
It was the most welcome sight in the world 


came to a halt. 






























His voice! Surely it 
was the voice of the 
man who had stood 
over me with a knife 


to me at that moment, though later in France it became very 
usual, of course. 

“Allez! Vitel” came ina sharp cry from one of the men 
who had been menacing me. They deserted me as though 
I was nothing in their lives and piled into their machine, 
which stood a few yards away, at a small cross-roads. 
There was a sudden jerk as the gas was given to the en- 
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gine, and it roared away into the darkness just as the troop's 
commanding officer—a lieutenant colonel—dismounted and 
came over to where we lay. 

“What goes.on here?" asked the officer, noting our plight. 

"We have had an accident," answered Carmelita Perez. 

"So I see," replied the officer. “Are you hurt?” 

She shook her head. “But monsieur is, I think," and she 
nodded in my direction. They turned to me 

“Not badly, I think. My ankle is a bit sirained, I be- 
lieve" I answered, rising to my feet in order to see 
whether I could stand. I found that I could, though it was 
very painful. I put my hand down to it, 
and found that it was beginning to swell. 

The commanding officer was very nice 
to me. He sent one of the men back. for 
an emergency kit, and in a few moments 
the ankle was being bathed by Carmelita 
and she was applying a soothing and heal- 
ing lotion and bandaging it up tightly. 
“Thanks, awfully, Carmelita," I said 

gratefully. “This is indeed kind of 

you." 

She smiled at me, and I was able 
to say no more at that moment. That’s 
the way it was when Carmelita Perez 
smiled at you—words were not only 
futile, they were often impossible. 

"Who were those men I saw as we 
approached ?" asked the officer politely. 

“Why, they were——" I began. 

Carmelita broke in on me 
hastily, and I could see that 
she didn't want him to know 
who they were. 

"We don't know, Colonel," 
she said, smiling at him in her 
dazzling fashion. “We had 
a blow-out, as you can see, and 
lost control of the car, and it 
struck a tree and overturned. 
They came around the bend 
just then, and I thought they 
wanted to help us—but per- 
haps they were—ah—bad men, 
monsieur. I am given to un- 
derstand there are such around 
here, n'est-ce pas?" She smiled 
up at him again, and he was 
hers without a struggle. 

"It would be a bad man in- 
deed who would want to do 
you any injury, mademoiselle. 
I can scarcely believe that any 
such exist" And the rascal 
bent over and kissed her hand 

. gallantly, though, I thought, a 
little too tenderly, under the circum- 
stances. However, the French never 
get too old for that sort of thing. In 
fact, it keeps them young, they tell 
me. 

“What a nice thing to say, Colonel,” 
the Spanish girl flashed back at him, 
removing her hand as soon as he was 
willing to let it go—a little sooner, | 
have always thought. It was her way, 

as I found out later. 

The Colonel gave a sharp order, and in a few moments 
a squad or two of soldiers came dashing up from the in- 
fantry and turned our car back to normal. There was a 
spare tire attached to the back, and after we learned that 
the car was not damaged except that the right mud-guard 
was smashed and the wind-shield (Continued on pagell3) 


STOLEN GOLD 


: TELL you we have been 

| robbed! Just plain, every 
day robbed, and they got 
away with a cool half 

million dollars’ worth of high- 

grade ore." 

Harvey Sawyer brought 

his chubby fist down on the 

Chief's desk with an em- 

phatic bang that made 

the ink-wells bounce. 

His bloated face was 

flushed, and 

the veins stood 

out on his 


LIES 
Suddenly a 4- r 
figure spran 
from behin 
the cabin and 
in a strong 
voice com- 

manded—— 


forehead and sleek, bald pate under the strain of excite- 
ment. He pushed back-his chair when Ross did not answer, 
and began to pace the floor impatiently. “I tell vou, Ross, 
we have got to get to the bottom of this deal, and you are 
the only man this side of New York who is capable of 
engineering it. We must recover that gold at any cost. 
Name your price, the sky's the limit." 

Dick Ross leaned back, his foot resting lightly on the 
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window-ledge to balance his 
chair, and looked reflectively at 
the ceiling as he blew a sing of 
blue smoke from his cigarette. 
"Now, let me see 


Wichita Kansas . if [ have this matter 
1 straight. Do I un- 
derstand you cor- 


rectly, Mr. Sawyer, 
when you say that 
while working in 
your Long Joe 
mine near Blye, 
your men struck 


a large pocket 
or vein of ore, 
and realizing 
the stir such news 
would create should 
it leak out, immedi- 
ately shut down work, left 
the ore in the mine, and 
wrote you confidentially 
concerning the matter in 
order to give you an op- 
portunity to buy up what 
additional stock you could. 
Also, that when your partner, Mr. Conroy, arrived a few 
days later, and in company with your foreman, descended 
into the mine, they found the gold missing from the place 
where it had been secreted for safe keeping ?” 

“That is exactly the situation, Mr. Ross, and De Luca, our 
foreman, after sacking the gold and hiding it, not only sealed 
the mine but actually took up his abode at the hoist until 
Conroy got there. He never left the spot night or day.” 

Sawyer narrowed his watery blue eyes, as he leaned for- 
ward and emphasized his next words with sharp, emphatic 
thumps upon the corner of the desk with his clenched fist. 


Half a million dollars in gold disappeared from the 
Long Joe mine— yet nobody was seen to enter 
it or leave. What became of the gold? 


“There’s a nigger in the woodpile, Ross. That gold didn't 
have legs, and it didn't climb up that 200-foot shaft by itself, 
and that happens to be the only opening to the mine. But I 
am going to get it back if I have to hire all the 
detectives in the state. They can't rob me blind, and 
get away with it!” 

“Tt looks as though it might be a pretty big job; 
Mr. Sawyer,” observed Ross thoughtfully, “but if 
you wish I will take your check for five thousand 
dollars and. 4g 

“And you will guarantee the return of the gold 
for that sum ?" 

“T can guarantee you nothing, Mr. Sawyer, 
except the very best efforts of our agency 
and its operatives." 

"Why, that is preposterous!" exclaimed 
Sawyer, his bleary little eyes batting rapidly 
in sheer amazement. “Do you think 
I am going to fork over five thousand 
dollars in cold cash to you with no 
assurance that I will ever 
get anything back for it?” 

"I know,” said Ross, as 
he leaned forward and 
threw his cigarette stub 
into the brass cuspidor, 
“that I shall have to ask 
you to put up a retainer 
fee of five thousand before 
I consent to take your case. 
I couldn’t consider hand- 
ling it for a cent less.” 

“Then that's all. I'll pay no 
such outrageous fee as that," 
snapped Sawyer angrily, snatch- 
ing up his hat and cane. “I'll 
stand to lose the whole damn 
works first." 

“Very well, Mr. Sawyer,” and 
turning to Pitney and me, Ross 
signaled us to withdraw. Be- 
fore we could reach the door, 
however, Sawyer held out a restraining .hand. 

“Just a minute. I meant no offense, Ross, but that 
figure is staggering. Can’t we arrange a com- 
promise ?” 






























“THE loss of a half million dollars in gold is a 

staggering proposition, Mr. Sawyer, and I think 
a fee of five thousand reasonable, considering the 
location of your mine and the nature of the work.” 

“And supposing I should agree to your terms, can 
you give me any reasonable assurance that the gold 
will be recovered ?” 

“As I have said, Mr. Sawyer, I can assure you of 
nothing definite. But in assigning Mr. Pitney to 
the case I am placing it in the hands of one of my 
most efficient operatives. His assistant, Mr. Hosmer,” he lived in that country, knows the customs and understands 
went on, indicating me, “is particularly qualified for an in- the people. A ‘tenderfoot’ would be at once conspicuous 
vestigation of this nature, especially in that locality. He is and obnoxious in a mining-camp, and of very little value. 
thoroughly familiar with Arizona and New Mexico, he I have every confidence that these two men can successfully 
speaks Spanish fluently, and he knows the West. He will solve the mystery of your missing gold; if they can’t, then I 
be invaluable in obtaining information, as his presence will don’t believe anyone else can, and five thousand spent to 
not create the least suspicion. I say that because he has recover half a million, certainly is a splendid gamble 






“Put 'em up and 
stand where you 
are. You ain't 
going to jump 
my claim" 
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Sawyer paced nervously up and down the length of the 
office a time or two, his brows drawn into an ugly írown, 
then he stopped abruptly in front of Ross’ desk, and taking 
out his check-book, said shortly, “To whom shall I make 
the check payable ?" 


ME: ROSS, with whom I had been associated only a short 
time, was head of one of the most important detective 
agencies on the West Coast. The following morning I 
received instructions from him to proceed to the town af 
Las Cruces, New Mexico. Here I was to purchase horses, 
necessary supplies, etc., and go overland to the town of 
Blye. This would give me an opportunity to become ac- 
customed to my outfit and make it appear that I had just 
ridden in from the cow country, as a stranger would be 
more liable to arrive from the opposite direction by stage. 
I was to establish myself in Blye as a cow man, get the lay 
of the land and obtain all information possible which might 
have a bearing on our case, before the arrival of Pitney, 
who was scheduled to leave Los Angeles and join me there 
one week later, coming by stage from Alamagordo. 
Arriving at Las Cruces I immediately purchased my outfit 
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have created much excitement if the news had leaked out. 
The old-timers would have shook their heads and said it was 
‘salted.’ n 

“Pretty good work, old boy," said Pitney, when [ had 
finished. "Now let's have a bite to eat and turn in so we 
can get an early start in the morning. It’s a rotten trip from 
Alamagordo on that stage, and I am about fagged out." 

At daybreak the next morning, after a hasty breakfast 
of salt pork, canned beans, and black coffee, Pitney and I 
saddled our pintos, filled our canteens with water, packed 
enough provisions in our saddlebags to last us for the day, 
and started out for the Long Joe mine. 

By eight o’clock we had made our way over the trail to 
the mine, where we found De Luca and Conroy, both of 
whom I already knew by sight, sitting in front of their camp 
near the shaít, smoking. We dismounted and approached. 

“My name is Pitney,” said Frank, addressing Conroy. 
“I am the man about whom Mr. Sawyer wrote you. This 
is my assistant, Mr. Hosmer." 

“Glad to know you, gentlemen," said Conroy extending his 
hand cordially. He was a tall, fine-looking man, about forty- 
five years of age, with large, dark eyes, and hair slightly 





[1] 


LLOWING the length of steel tape, I found that one end of it 


was fastened in a crevice at the opening of the tunnel, while the 
other reached near to the spot where the body lay. Evidently De Luca 
had been using it at the time he met his death. 


“What was he measuring with this tape? Was he trying to locate 
the place where the gold was secreted? If not, why was he in the 


mine at all ?" 





and after getting a general idea of the trail I was to follow, 
I set out for the little inland town of Blye. 

Five days after reaching there, Pitney arrived. met 
him, and we went directly to the tent house which I had 
rented upon my arrival. 

“Well, what sort of luck, Dan,” said Pitney as we entered 
the tent house. “Have you uncovered any hot trails yet?” 

“I am afraid not, Frank," I replied. “Just the usual 
routine so far. I have spent my days riding over the country 
getting the lay of the land and learning the trails. Long 
Joe mine is located up the gulch about seven miles. It’s in 
an isolated sort of place, but easy to get to, as you will see 
in the morning when we go over the ground together. I met 
up with one of the fellows who was working in the mine 
when it shut down. He is a sort of halí-wit, known as 
Goofey the Mucker. He is washing dishes now up here at 
Jake's Quick Lunch. I have spent my nights, or a good 
portion of them, loafing with him, and have had him stewed 
up regularly, but he doesn't seem to know anything of any 
value. I haven't been up to the mine, but I have studied it 
from a distance through my binoculars, and have also ob- 
served De Luca and Conroy. No one in camp seems to 
have much love for either of them, or in fact anyone con- 
nected with the Long Joe proposition. Everybody seems 
to be more or less skeptical regarding the honesty of 
the outfit." 


“poes anyone in camp know about the strike,” inquired 
Pitney. 

` "Not so far as I can learn, and those things travel like 

wild-fire in a mining-camp you know. I doubt if it would 


gray at the temples. “This is De Luca, our foreman,” he 
went on, indicating a small, stockily built, sandy- 
complexioned man of about the same age, a typical Western 
miner. 

"What is your idea of this whole affair, Mr. Pitney," 
Conroy asked abruptly, in what seemed to me to be a sort 
of officious manner. 

7 HAVEN’T any,” replied Pitney, shortly. “That is what 
I am here to get, and I should like to get down to 


.business." "Turning to the foreman, he said, “Mr. De Luca, 


tell me briefly what transpired just prior to, and following, 
the strike." 

"Well, there ain't much to tell," commenced De Luca in a 
halting manner. "About three weeks ago we was driving 
a cross-cut on the 200-foot level, when we struck a pocket 
about fourteen feet long, of the richest ore I ever saw. It 
was just like a big bubble, as near as I can describe it, 
chuck clean full of pay dirt. Some of the nuggets was as 
big as the tip of my thumb. I have done a lot of mining in 
my time, but I never seen anything like that formation 
before. 

“Well, sir, when I saw what we was into I run all the 
hammer slingers out and tells them we are shutting down 
for a while, and then I sends the boss a letter telling him 
about the find. Then I comes back down here by myself, and 
gets to work and sacks up all this high grade and piles it 
back in the far end of the cross-cut. Then I put in a pop- 
shot and blowed the loose rock down in front of it, shutting 
it up in there just like a sort of vault to keep anybody from 
finding it in case they should get down there. When Mr. 
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Conroy gets here and we go down and digs into the cross- 
cut where I put this sacked ore, there ain't a bloomin' sign 
of it. Every sack of it was gone, slick as a whistle. That's 
all I can tell you." 


pIrNEY studied De Luca closely, as he asked, "After 
you made the discovery, did you at any time leave the 
mine ?" 

“Never for a minute. I wrote the boss’ letter right here 
and sent it to the post-office by George Osgood, then I went 
down and sacked the stuff and come up and sealed her, and 
I even slept on the cage with my six-shooter in my hand to 
make sure nobody went down." 

“There is no other entrance to the mine except this main 
entrance ?" 

“None but the air-shaft, and I 
blowed that up the same time I 
sealed this shaft. No human could 
get in or out of that mine without 
my having seen 'em." 

“Tt looks mighty funny to me, 
Pitney,” cut in Conroy un- 
pleasantly. “I would con- 
sider- the whole thing a 
hoax if I hadn't seen that 
sack of stuff up in the 
Assay Office. But just the 
same, its my per- 
sonal opinion that 
there's somebody 


“Goofey, we 
must get 
Father away 
from here at 
once. We 
must 


around here who 
could do a hell of a 
lot of talking if they had a 
rope around their neck." 

De Luca paled, and he drilled Conroy through and 
through with his small, hard blue eyes, as he walked up to 
him and thrust his face close to that of the speaker. "Listen 
here, Conroy," he said in a choked voice, "the next time you 


make a dirty insinuation that I’m a high-grader, I’m going 
to wear a pick-handle out on you. Why, if I had been a 
mind to double cross you, I never would have let you know 
about this strike in the first place, much less showed you that 
assay of near two thousand dollars on that one sack js 
Pitney interrupted sharply, "I didn't come out here to 
referee any amateur bouts. You can settle your differences 
after I have completed my preliminary investigation" He 
turned again to the foreman. 
"[sn't it possible, Mr. De Luca, 
that you could 
be mistaken in 



































the drift in which 


you placed the 
gold ?" 
“Positively not. There 


ain’t but two north and south 
drifts on the 200-foot level. 
I know every foot of this mine, and I 
know I couldn’t have been mistaken.” 

“How many persons know about the 
strike ?" 

"Outside of Conroy, and Sawyer and 
me, only the three men who were in the 
mine at the time could possibly know anything about 
it, and I'm almost positive that none of them got wise." 

Pitney took from his pocket a small note-book. “Who 
were they ?" 

“Well, let's see," said De Luca, removing his battered white 
Stetson, and scratching his head (Continued on page 76) 


A Human Life for 


Little did the detective investigating a 


S police reporter 
for the Detroit 
Free Press I 


covered the 
Hanlon murder case 
from the night it broke 

—November 17th, 1922. For reasons that must be apparent 
l am giving fictitious names to the victim in this account, and 
to all other persons, and to places and I am also changing 
dates. This case is one of the most unusual and bizarre 
criminal cases on record. All the clews pointed away from 
the solution instead of toward it. In many respects it was like 
a jig-saw puzzle—the parts were there, but someone had to 
put them together. In some instances they were not ap- 
parent, but they were there just the same. At every turn the 
officers asked, “why?” When the answer was found to their 
satisfaction, they moved another step ahead and inserted 
another piece in the puzzle. 

Mystery enveloped the case from the start and for almost 
a week, no one knew a murder had been committed. 

Within a stone's throw of the palatial country estate of 
[ames Ballin in Greenboro, Michigan, Arthur Thomas and 
his sister, Mabel, on their way home from school on a chill 
November afternoon saw a trunk by a clump of bushes, in 
a field about two hundred feet off the road. 

There was nothing unusual about this trunk. It was a 
common, ordinary one and it was a common practise for 
residents of near-by Plainfield to drive out along the main 
highways and dump their rubbish in the fields. The 
neighborhood was much like others in the vicinity of large 
cities. Tt was neither city nor farm. Here and there were 
houses, most of them small, occupied by factory workers. 

` Beyond question thousands had passed along the road, for it 
was one of the main arteries and not one had curiosity 
enough to investigate. It remained for these two kiddies 
to put a link in a chain of evidence in a murder that was 
uot the even known. 

."[t wasn't here when we passed by a couple of days ago,” 
sud Arthur. “Lets find out what it is. Maybe it's a 
pirates' chest filled with gold and silver." 

"And maybe it will make a nice doll house," responded 
Mabel. “You know I’ve wanted papa to make me one." 

Laying their books underneath a tree they walked over to 
the trunk. What they saw changed their laughter to cries 
of-horror. The trunk was spattered with blood and from 
one end the blood had oozed and hardened. 

"It's all bloody and someone has been stuffed into it!" 
said Arthur. 

With blanched faces they ran from the spot, forgetting even 
to take their schoolbooks and told their parents what they saw. 

Mr. Thomas, father of the children, called the Greenboro 
police and with a group of neighbors went to the field to 
await the coming of the officers. As they milled about the 
trunk and hazarded guesses as to what it contained, one of the 
bolder spirits smashed in the top. It contained, not as they 
had expected, the doubled up body of a human being—but 
blood-soaked clothing. 

The crowd let out a laugh and when police arrived they 
tound only a cheap trunk filled with dirty bed-clothing—a 
mattress, sheet and blanket. And right there their con- 
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chance remark would lead 


nection with the case was 
ended, if there was any 
case. They notified the 
sheriff’s office and it re- 
mained for the two 
officers who were as- 
signed to the mystery to build up a crime from soiled linen. 
These officers were Jake Harris and George Martin. The 
trunk was taken to the county jail. Later four Plainfield de- 
tectives entered into the case—Detective Lieutenant Henry 
J. Barker and Detective Sergeants Harry C. Wood, Frank 
Dahl and Robert Fralich. 

I was at the jail when the trunk arrived. 

“I don't know what to make of it,” said Harris. "It might 
be a case where some one was injured and those concerned 
thought it would be easier to throw the things away than give 
them to the ash-man or burn them up, but I can’t see why 
they took the pains to remove a laundry mark from the sheet.” 

Sure enough the edge was torn right where one would 
expect a laundry mark and the condition of the sheet in- 
dicated it had been washed at one time or another. = 

“But that does not indicate that any one has been killed. 
'Those who wanted to get rid of tliis stuff had a suspicion 
it would be found sooner or later and were afraid they might 
be traced through the laundry mark, I suppose. I believe 
there is a statute covering the littering up of the highway or 
private property or something like that." 


I WAS not satisfied with that explanation. "There was 
something about the trunk that fired my imagination. 
It brought me back to a more famous case which had hap- 
pened in Detroit abóut five years before where a woman had 
been slain and her body stuffed into a trunk. The trunk 
was shipped to New York and several months later the body 
was found. This trunk might not contain a mystery as great 
and yet I was sure that time would establish a connection 
between it and a murder. 

And so while the papers tried to build a trunk mystery 
story of the find, they failed because you can't have a 
murder unless it is at least reasonably certain one has been 
committed. The corpus delicti was missing. For almost a 
week it was a standing joke at the jail to ask Sheriff 
Frederick R. Collins if they had found the body that should 
have been in the trunk. Then on the sixth morning after 
the trunk had been found the phone rang in the press-room 
at Police Headquarters. - 

“T guess we've found the body, boys," said Deputy Harris 
at the other end. “At least one was found out on the 
Ellerton-Ansonia road. Want to go out?” 

This was on the morning of November 23d. Four school- 
boys on a hike on the lonely road, had found the body of a 
man shot through the head. Making the affair more mys- 
tifying was the fact that he was clad only in his underwear. 

The body was in a clump of weeds which hid it from view 
of passers-by. - The road was not much traveled and only by 
walking down along the ditch overgrown with brush could it 
be seen. It is not at all unlikely it might have remained there 
until spring had not these youths started a cross-country 
hike with no particular destination in view. The body was 
sprawled out as though it had been thrown from an auto. 


One Square Meal 


sensational trunk murder dream that a 


him to his biggest discovery 


Certainly the crime had not been committed on the spot 
as there were no signs of a struggle and a man clad only in 
his underwear would not likely to be out in the chill weather, 
not even in an automobile. So the conclusion was that the 
man had been shot, brought here and thrown out. 

But who was he? Would the underwear reveal any clew ? 
Would it not be possible that laundry marks, if any, had 
been obliterated as they had been in case of the linen in the 
mystery trunk? Was there any connection between the two, 
and if so, how could it be proven? These were the thoughts 
that surged through my mind as we viewed the body. The 
features were regular and gave indication that the victim 
was an American. 

Harris was examin- 
ing the body. The next 
instant he shouted. “A 
laundry mark!” 

There on the neck of 
the suit of underwear 
were the initials, 
“Ww. H.” 

“Maybe that will lead 
somewhere,” he said. 

















“It’s all bloody and 

someone has been 

stuffed into it!” said 
Arthur 


It sounds easy to find a person’s name through a laundry 
mark but in a city the size of Plainfield it is no easy task. 
There are many laundries and they are far apart, yet luck 
greeted officers from the sheriff’s office almost from the 
start. Before night they had the underwear-clad man 
identified. He was Bill Hanlon, twenty-six years old, of 
1411 Goss Street, an expressman engaged in business with 
his brother Thomas, twenty-three years old. 


THOMAS received news of his brother's death calmly 
and went to the morgue and identified the body. 

“T might have known it," he said. “I’m the next one. 
I’m a marked man. Poor Bill. I thought we could handle 
those bums that were after us but I never thought they would 
resort to murder.” 

When he calmed down deputies learned he and his brother 
had come to Plainfield from Pine Bluff, Arkansas, three 
years previously, determined to make their fortune in this 
fast-growing city where they had heard vast sums were being 
made. Of no es- 
pecial education they 
had worked at dif- 
ferent factory jobs 
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until they had saved enough to buy a truck and go in the 
express business. They were ambitious and stimulated by 
their new environment. 

Their venture was a success from the start—so much so 
that they bought a second truck. Even with the two trucks 
they found they had more than they could do and not wish- 
ing to hire anyone, they worked night and day, much to the 
chagrin of their competitors. They both had been warned, 
Thomas said, not to work so that no one else would have 
anything to do, but they had disobeyed the warning. "There 
was no doubt Bill had been killed by someone who thought 
he was taking the bread out of his mouth. 

Bill had left November 15th for Rockville, Thomas con- 
tinued, when he was asked if he had not become suspicious 
over the continued absence of his brother. Because he had 
























gone away he had moved 
across the street into better 
lodgings for two reasons. 
There was no need of 
keeping such a large place 
as they had before Bill 
left and they were making 
more money than they had been making in 
the past and could afford better accommoda- 
tions. In addition, it was cheaper for him 
to live across the street now that he was 
alone. 


THOMAS was not questioned further at 

that time. On the face of it, it was 
perfectly logical to assume Bill had been 
slain by rival expressmen. Thomas said he 
knew nothing of any trunk filled with bed-clothing that had 
been taken from the house when he moved, and if such a 
trunk had been found, it was not his. Evidently there was 
no connection between the slain man and the trunk. 

“If that is the case," said Harris, “maybe we have two 
murders instead of one." 

Obviously Thomas held the key to the slaying. The next 
day Harris and Martin began questioning him in earnest and 
what appeared to be at first a solution was now complicated 
by another. Bill's estranged wife had been going with another 
man. Why had not Thomas said something of that at the 
beginning? Was he trying to shield her, and if so—why? 
Was it possible there was a love affair between the two 
brothers over the same woman? Where was Mrs. Hanlon 
and what light could she shed on the affair? 

And then another question bobbed up. 


Mrs. Hanlon came 
to the county jail 
and told what she 
knew about the 
. murder of her 
husband 
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Where was Bill slain, and why was his clothing removed? 
If by any remote possibility the trunk and slaying were con- 
nected why was not the Clothing in the trunk? These and 
a dozen other questions occurred to me and as each one was 
asked, the mystery became deeper and deeper. This case was 
becoming involved and the death of a commonplace mán was 
filling the papers with columns of conjecture (and I was 
furnishing my quota) but it made interesting reading. 

When deputies questioned Thomas the next morning, he 
produced two notes—one in a tin can and the other in an 
envelope which had come through the mail. The one in the 
tin can was written on cloth with each letter printed out. Why 
it should be written on cloth was as much a mystery as to 
why it should be sent in a tin can. But Thomas explained 
that the can had been thrown through an open window one 

night a week before Bill's death and had 
struck their bed, waking them up. The 
can was merely a container and had no 
other significance. The note in the can 
was as follows: 


You are on our slate. You leave city. 
leave city without fail 10 day. Do not come 
back, never. Tell police, you die. sure. Do 
as told if you 
value your life. 
We give you 
only two warn- 
ings. This is 
first. 


Two inter- 
locked circles 


penetrated by 
an arrow 
completed the 
message. 

The note 
was as fol- 
lows: 


am 
{ 
Mr. HANLON: 
Helen has 1 p^ / - 
been going with 
Dave Court for 
about a year. " 
Is sure sweet on him. Posed as single for a long time. They 
took a trip to Elmford and her uncle told him she was married. 
but still she denied it. said he was talking about another Helen 
then she told him it was so but she had sued for devorce and 
would soon be free. (Continued on page 106) 


HIJACKERS 


It's hard enough to catch a bootlegger. 


It's 


infinitely harder to catch the men who prey 
on bootleggers 


IJACKING, to the lay- 
man, is perhaps the 
most romantic of crimes. 
The mere mention of 

the word conjures up visions of 
booze-laden cars roaring over 
the icy roads from Canada to Northern New York. Stand- 
ing in the road before the lawbreakers, is romance, per- 
sonified by the hijacker. 

'This modern Robin Hood and his smoking revolver, wrest 
from the liquor runner, his rich cargo. He forces his victims 
into the stunted growth of pine which invariably lines the 
booze trail. He drives away with his prize, and a taunting 
laugh floats back to add to the discomfiture of his victims. 

He has no fear of the officers, this modern Robin Hood. 
The liquor runner, who is himself beyond the pale of the 
law, has no desire to make the admission of ownership of a 
load of liquor, which the report of the theft would imply. 

So the hijacker drives on, safe from pursuit. Hours 
later his victims, suffering from cold and exposure, limp 
into some Adirondack hamlet. There, probably about the 
stove in some bootleg garage, the story is told. Vows of 
vengeance are made. The story is told and retold in lunch 
carts, in Canadian border “loading stations,” and everywhere 
that the bootleg fraternity gather. 

Sooner or later, usually in some distorted form, the story 
reaches the ear of the authorities. No action is taken. Nor 
is this to be wondered at. 

Federal prohibition agents, surely, are not expected to keep 
the roads of the booze trail safe for bootleggers. Members 
of Troop K, New York State Police, which guards the 
Canadian border territory, and has headquarters in Tracer, 
can hardly be asked to act as convoys for liquor cars. 


[N. fact, the attitutigyet. s the oficers was expressed by 
uua Met ee 


et help us; that is, up to a certain point." 

The Pardoe gang had not reached that "certain point" 
when Captain Lunn made his statement. The gang, if rumor 
was to be believed, was composed of five or six members. 
They were all full-blood Indians, residents of the St. Clair 
Reservation, which is near Lakeville. 

'The favorite hunting-ground of the band was a short 
distance south of the village, where a narrow bridge crosses 
the St. Clair River. There, with the entrance of the bridge 
blocked by an old and worthless car, the band had taken a 
toll from the bootleg traffic which compared favorably with 
the report of Troop K's seizures for the same period. 

Captain Lunn only smiled. 'This was crook against crook. 
Troop K had no desire to meddle. Furthermore, Troop K 
was profiting by the condition. 

Liquor-car pilots, fearing the Pardoes, were giving a wide 
berth to Lakeville, which was in Troop K territory. The 
routes they used were outside the section guarded by the 
State Troop. Therefore, to quote Sergeant 'Tom Jarvis: 

“We should worry!” 


By ROBERT T. MILL 
Staff Reporter, Syracuse Herald 


Then, after a short pause, he 
added : 

"But I'd like to get a crack 
at them, just the same." 

For a time it appeared prob- 
able that Sergeant Jarvis' am- 
bition was about to be realized. The liquor-running 
fraternity, aroused by the blocking of the most direct route 
downstate, made a determined effort to open the road and 
defeat the Pardoes. 

Cars traveled in caravans. City gunmen rode upon the 
front seats with the drivers. The covered bridge was the 
scene of short but furious gun fights. 

The cards were stacked against the liquor runners even 
from the start. The hijackers fought from the gloom of the 
woods. They were invisible. The cars were an easy target. 

The shooting aroused the residents. They, in turn, called 
the officers. The hijackers had only to vanish in the woods. 
The liquor runners had cars to save. The bridge was 
blocked. Their only avenue of escape was past the troopers. 
Troop K made more than one rich haul while the hijacker 
war was on. 

There probably were plenty of casualties. Rumors of 
wounded men and dead men sifted back to the settlements. 
But there were no official reports, and the rumors could not 
be verified. 

“Both sides bury their owu dead," explained Captain 
Lunn. He smiled as he emptied a battered pipe and tucked 
it into the top of one black puttee. “Besides, we have so many 
bootleggers that I doubt if there will be any complaints." 

The liquor runners ended the war as suddenly as they 
had started it. They stuck to longer and distant routes. The 
Pardoes were left in supreme control of the territory about 
Lakeville. 

That was hardly to the liking of the hijackers. They 
refused to desert their home territory. That home territory 
was devoid of prizes. For several weeks the bootleg trail 
was without an exciting incident save the routine seizures. 

Then the Pardoe gang passed the “certain point," which 
Captain Lunn had referred to. Lacking liquor runners to 
prey upon, they selected tourists. 

The bridge was blocked again. Instead of cargoes of 
liquor, the hijackers selected expensive automobiles, which 
were driven over the line to the Canadian stolen-car market. 
Instead of bootleggers, honest men and their families were 
forced to walk miles after their automobile had beén stolen 
at the point of a revolver. 


Ts was the passing of the hijacker of fiction along the 
booze trail In his place came the highway robber of 
reality. He had all the vices and the dangers of his brother, 
the gunman, of the cities. He had the advantage of all the 
Adirondacks as his hiding-place. 

He was the snake in that paradise of nature, ever coiled, 
and ever ready to spring. Each time he struck it meant 
anguish, not alone for his victims, but anguish for the officers 
and men of Troop K. 
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Tourists had no hesitancy in reporting the theft of an 
automobile. Some of them were men of influence. "Their 
reports, instead of being submitted at the barracks in Tracer, 
went to high State officials. 

Hotel proprietors took a hand. The Pardoe gang was 
a greater 
detriment than 
a cyclone. 
Every seizure 
meant a news- 
paper story. 
Every news- 
paper story 
meant more 
tourists who 
gave the terri- 
tory a wide 
berth. Every 
tourist who 
avoided the 
section meant 
more red ink 
upon the ledger 
of a hotel, which 
enjoys a short 
season at best. 

Chambers of 
Commerce passed 
resolutions. Vil- 
lage Boards took 


action. State 
officials wrote 
letters. News- 


papers printed editorials. 
Troop K was on the re- 
ceiving end of all the 
agitation. ‘The substance 
of that agitation, strippéd 
of flowery language, 
was: 

“The Pardoe gang 
must go!” 

Troop K tried hard. 
There were raids upon 
the reservation. The road 
was patrolled day and 
night. But not a single 
member of the gang was 
captured. Troop K, with 
a large territory to cover, 
“could not concentrate its 
men about Lakeville. 
And the moment the 
vigilance was relaxed the 
coiled snake struck again. 

A rat-faced man 
visited the barracks one 
night and whispered in 
the ear of Lieutenant 
William E. Rennie. He 
had no love for the 
Pardoe gang. He described a 
house on the reservation. 

"You'll find Henry Pardoe 
there to-night,” he whispered. 

Lieutenant Rennie, who was in civilian clothes, and this 
reporter, visited the house. There was an Indian in the 
front room. All Indians look alike to me. Troop K had 
no description of the Pardoes. So Lieutenant Rennie tried 
guile. 

"I am looking for Smoky Joe,” he stated. 
Smoky Joe, aren’t you?” 

The Indian made a sign of negation. 


“You are 


“You 


“Don’t kid me,” advised the State police officer. 
are Smoky Joe.” 

“No,” the Indian replied. 

“Then what is your name?” demanded Lieutenant Rennie. 

“John Crow;” answered the Indian. 





There was Lieu- 
tenant Rennie, 
engaged in a 
death struggle 
with an Indian 


It would have been an easy matter for Lieutenant Rennie 
to handcuff the man and take him to Tracer. Indians, how- 
ever, are wards of the United States. The same Chambers 
of Commerce which had howled for the arrest of the Pardoes 
would have championed the cause of this man if the officer 
could not prove his identity. He saw no way of doing it, so 
he gritted his teeth, smiled, and left the house. ` 

Outside he encountered a second Indian. 
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“Who lives here?" asked Lieuteant Rennie. 
The man indicated by signs that he could not understand 
| English. Lieutenant Rennie walked on. The first Indian 

came from the house and conferred with the other man. 
Their words were not audible. But they were talking in 
English. 

The proprietor of a near-by store was questioned re- 
garding the tenant of the house. 

“I don't know," was his answer. 

` Lieutenant Rennie glared at him. — - 

“Some day,” he promised, “TIl bring him over and intro- 
duce you to him.” 


Two days later there was a sergeants’ meeting in the 
barracks of Troop K. Every duty sergeant in the terri- 
tory was called in. Captain Lunn did the talking. 

“We are going to get this Pardoe gang, or we are going 
to get new jobs. Personally, I like mine. Of course, I 
don’t know how you men feel about yours. 

“First, I want the first one of you who captures a booze 
car that has booze car stamped all over it, to bring it here 
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“Troop K, State Police. Sergeant Gaffney speaking.” 

“Sergeant Fuller, speaking from Kennedy,” came the 
answer. "Can't tell you where I got the tip, but the Pardoes 
are working the bridge to-night." 

"Right, Jake." Sergeant Gaffney replaced the receiver. 
He entered the recreation room. Captain Lunn and Lieu- 
tenant Rennie jumped to their feet. 

Half an hour later the booze car roared away from the 
barracks. Lieutenant Rennie was at the wheel. Captain 
Lunn sat beside him. They were both in civilian clothes. 

On the floor in the rear were Sergeant Gaffney, Sergeant 
Merkle and Trooper Harry Williams. Two reporters 
sprawled over them. They had jumped into the car just as 
the doors v e about to be closed. 

“Let then, :tay," Captain Lunn directed. “The more 
weight we have in back, the more the rear end will sag. 
The lower it gets, the more we will look like the real thing.” 

He turned to the reporters. 

“You fellows keep down when the shooting starts.” 

“Right, Captain,” they promised. 

The car headed west to Ashton. There it turned north, 





3 (CRASH the bridge!’ Captain Lunn ordered. . . . 


The car leaped 


forward. There came a shock, the roar of metal striking metal, 
and then the tinkle of falling glass. a Rennie snapped off 


the engine. . 


“A anbi form appeared in the road near Captain Lunn. Ahand 
reached forward and opened the door. The next moment there came—" 





to the barracks. Then, I want every patrol near Lakeville 
withdrawn. I know they will run wild; but let them." 

He paused as he studied the non-commissioned officers 
before him. 

“We cannot and will not promise protection to any boot- 
legger. 
territory that anybody who gives us a tip on the Pardoe 
gang will not get any the worst of the breaks." 

He glared at the men. 

“That’s all," he concluded. 

Less than twenty-four hours later Sergeant Archie Bickel 
brought in a battered car, which had been seized along the 
booze trail. It was a model popular among liquor runners. 
The gasoline tank is not located in the rear, where it is an 
easy target for pursuing officers. 

Troop K's mechanics were put to work. The engine was 
overhauled; tires were changed. Lieutenant Rennie fired 
bullets from his revolver into the rear of the car at 
irregular intervals. Curtains were put in place all around 
the open touring-car. Then, when the machine had been 
supplied with gasoline, oil and water, it was placed where 
it could be driven from the garage quickly. 

""That's that," said Captain Lunn. 


"THE. Lakeville patrol was removed. Two nights later a 

tourist was robbed of his car. Organizations called 
special meetings. More editorials appeared. Captain Lunn 
only smiled. 

Troop K had finished supper. The men were lounging in 
the recreation room. Sergeant Arthur F: Gaffney, the top 
sergeant, was sorting the papers on his desk preparatory to 
going home for the night when the telephone scunded its 
summons. 


But I want you men to spread the word all over this ` 


towards Halleytown which is on the main booze trail. A 
short distance south of the little hamlet Lieutenant Rennie 
halted at a cross-road and turned around. 

“Here we go,” he chuckled. "We're off down the. Lake- 
ville trail.” 

The engine of the car roared. It had that hum which is 
peculiar only to a booze car. Lieutenant Rennie drove at 
about fifty miles an hour. He leaned forward over the 
wheel. 

“We went quite a distance out of our way,” Captain Lunn 
explained. “They probably have a lookout somewhere be- 
tween the border and Lakeville. He spots the cars, and 
telephones the Pardoes.” He chuckled. “Here’s hoping 


he spots us.” 
T HE cor roared on through the night. Captain Lunn 

whistled softly. "Occasionally the men prone upon the 
floor in the rear could feel the brakes grip. The car would 
swerve. Then, faintly but distinctly, would come the torrent 
of complaint from some citizen forced into the ditch. 

“Just like a bootlegger,” chuckled Captain Lunn. 

Merkle swore as the car passed over a bump. 

Trooper Williams hummed a fragment of song. 

“It won't be long now," said Sergeant Gaffney. 

The lights of a settlement flashed into the speeding car. 

“Lakeville,” said Captain Lunn. He tightened his belt. 
“You news-hounds wriggle down to the bottom of that heap 
so those men can jump up quick when they are needed. And 
stay on the bottom,” he concluded. 

The speed of the car slackened a trifle. 

“That’s right," Captain Lunn approved. “You are slowing 
up for the bridge." He turned to the troopers on the floor 
in the rear. “You men stay right (Continued on pagel04) 


Confessions of a 


Well initiated into the devious tricks of card players who 
tries his hand, alone, at the *hard way to make an easy 


By One of Them 


HE con game is not what it is popularly supposed to 
be. I made easy money in it for upward of twenty- 
five years, but that.isn't half the story. The bigger 
half lies in the fact that I am a failure to-day—and I 
am broke, or nearly so. I would say to all young men, no 
matter who you may be, that the best thing you can do is 
to keep away from it, and I say this from my heart, out of 
a very bitter experience, and not from fancy or hearsay. 

It started with me when I was hardly more than a kid, 
working as a clerk in Jimmy Black's law office, in Dover, 
my own home town. Jimmy Black was a crook, $t he had 
a good heart. The trouble lay in the fact that I took him 
as a model. One day when he was away from his office I 
forged the will of Widow Higgins, aiming to split $50,000 
with her cast-off son, Charlie, the black sheep of the family. 
I was caught and arrested and it was Jimmy Black who 
came to my rescue, procured bail for me, and enabled me 
to skip the town. Charlie Higgins was arrested and jailed. 
He swore he would get even with me, but I wasn't worry- 
ing on that score. 

The night I left, Mary King, the girl I loved, begged me 
to stay. I could not, nor could I tell her why. But before 
I left her I had made the most sacred agreement I have ever 
made. I vowed that I would come back, and with plenty 
of money—and that we would marry. I left her with a light 
heart, except for one thing. Would she find out what I 
had done? 


[N Philadelpia I put up at Green's Hotel, a flourishing 

place at that time—some thirty-odd years ago. 
second night I was there I made. friends with the young 
man at the cigar counter and from him I got a line on 
some of the town's better-known gambling places. 

I thought ‘I knew most of the finer points of poker. 
Maybe I did, but a few nights later, at Art Chambers’ 
place, I was due for an eye-opener in regard to gambling 
technique. There I got into a game with six players, at 
draw-poker, jack pot. I sailed along nicely until it finally 
seeped through my head that Gil Hawkins, one of the 
players whom I had mentally dubbed the “Iron Man," was 
feeding me, or "schilling" for me, as he later called it. 
That is, he was helping on at every opportunity, and feed- 
mg in on my hands with the marked cards I was using. I 
wondered why—at the time—because he was a total 
stranger to me. 1 

The game broke up at 4 o'clock in the morning and I was 
$80 richer that when I started. Here was a way to make 
money easy! I was particularly elated because I had 
broken what had apparently -been the manufacturer's seal 
on a pack of new cards, that had been marked and packed 
by my own method—and the trick had worked! "These old 
gamblers were none the wiser—so I thought. 

But on my way home I soon became aware that someone 
was following me. When I reached a spot on the street 
that was shaded, I felt a tap on my shoulder and turning, 
faced the Iron Man. 
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“Well, kid," he said, “that card stuff was neatly done, 
but you didn't fool old Gil. Come on now, kick in." 

I looked at him in amazement. 

"I was waiting for one of those yaps to get onto you— 
but they didn't. Kid, that clumsy work of yours is liable 
to draw a bullet if you're not careful. Where'd you learn 
to mark cards that way, anyhow ?" 

I could see that he was friendly. And I saw also that I 
had a lot to learn. What if I did have to share my winnings 
with him? I'd still be forty dollars ahead. 

I dug down into my pocket and counted out half of what 
I had made. 

""That's the stuff. I knew I'd sized you up right. You're 
regular. What do you say we go somewhere and get a little 
refreshment? I want to talk to you." 

"I got nothing on my mind,” I said to him. 
we go?" 


*Where'll 


WE went to the grill-room of the Raleigh House. There 

we ordered a rarebit, and while we ate and smoked, I 
listened to the most intriguing talk I had ever heard up to 
that time. " 

"Kid," said my companion, when we had finished eating 
and the mellow feeling that follows a good meal was on us, 
"let me tell you a few things about cards. Mind, I like 
you, and for Gil Hawkins to say that about a stranger is 
saying alot. Why do I like you? You have nerve. You're 
regular. And you have some idea of getting ahead, though 
you're green as the sticks you tell me you come from." 

I flushed at that, but I kept quiet because I knew I had 
much to learn from this man. And I realized I had told 
him a lot about myself as we ate. But then, his manner 
seemed to invite confidence, and I had felt no hesitancy 
about telling him many things. 

"Now about cards. "There are strippers and shade-work 
and line-work—all of them done with finesse. That is, you 
can buy cards marked in various ways, and marked so that 
even experts cannot read them half the time.” Here he 
laughed. “Those pasteboards of yours advertised them- 
selves half-way across the room!” he exclaimed. 

“Know anything about dealing?” he asked suddenly; 
“dealing seconds, off the bottom of the deck—and so on?” 

I had to confess I was ignorant of what he was asking 
about. 

“Well, that’s easily learned—but mighty tough if you get 
caught trying it.” 


“AJOW listen, kid," he said, leaning close and warming 
to his talk, “I claim that two men can do plenty more 

than either of them working alone. I like you. Plenty of 
ways to deal with you if I find you’re not on the level—but . 
I'd'stake my roll on my judgment you are. Anyway, what 
do you say we team up?” : 
- To say I was flattered is putting it mildly. 

"Td like nothing better," I said, and I meant it. 
how will we work—what'll we do?" 

“Look for suckers and trim them with the pasteboards," 
he said. “Pll do the work. You have ‘front.’ You'll be my 
schill. -That is, you'll be the apparent winner when we 


“Just 


CONFIDENCE MAN 


live by their wits, “Jim Kendall" 
living" —with amazing results 


play together, and in a 
game Pil always lose. 
Then we split what we 
get." 

“Fine! But TI 
have a lot to learn 
about the marks on 
the cards,” I said. 

“You'll have noth- 
ing to learn. Didn't 
I say I'd do the work. 
Look" He placed 
the four fingers of 
his right hand on the 
table, and pushed 
them, finger-ends for- 
ward, ahead of him a 
fraction of an inch 
several times. “When- 
ever you see me do 
that in a card game, 
you send in the works 
until you take the 
pot. And when you 
see me do this, then 
you stay out, for 
somebody’s got you 
beat,” and' he put the 
thumb of his right 
hand down on the ta- 
ble, the fingers bent 
into his palm in a 
loose clench. “Re- 
member that." 

I sat lost in thought 
for-a minute. “Mind 


“Ask me anything 
you like, kid,” the 
Iron Man told me. 

“You weren’t using marked cards to- 
night. How is that?” 

“I didn't need to. I knew I could 
outplay that bunch of saps without 


them. Besides, the stakes weren't high 
enough." 

Whew! Already I saw myself on the road to 
millions. 


That next night launched me on my career. By 
the way Gil Hawkins and I began to take in money, I had 
no indication that that career was to make me the penitent, 
penniless, broken man I am to-day. We coined money, it 
seemed. Playing at this club and that hotel for a month 
netted us a total of close to four thousand dollars. 

Duriug that month I learned a lot. Gil Hawkins was a 
con-man, card-sharp and book-maker of wide experience. 
He varied his work according to seasons and according to 
where he thought he could make the most money. 













If ever I had 
to think and 
act quickly in 
my life, it was 
then 


He taught me to conduct myself as “wise” people always 
do—that is, never to address him by his right name if I 
found him talking to a stranger I didn't know. Using his 
right name might spoil a build-up he was working on. And 
he taught me one valuable thing that con-men, as well as 
bankers and clerks and salesmen, ought to practice—never 
to boast. 

“The feel of power is far more than the show of power. 
Never forget that, kid," he said. 
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And he taught me how to drive myself so as to get maxi- 
mum achievement out of my capabilities. Alibis and soft- 
soap were "out" with Gil Hawkins. And he taught me the 
real value of loathing deception. 


[Ans and cheats were his bitterest enemies—paradoxi- 
cal as that may seem. He did what he did as a business. 
Personally he was as straight and honest in his dealings as 
I have known no other man to be. And considering my 
experience, that is saying a lot. . 

At the end of a month I found that I had deve'oped a real 
personal attachment for the man, the kind of masculine 
bond that forms once, rarely, twice, if a life-time. . He be- 
came adviser, friend, partner, and pal— severe, though just 
in his demands. And when the need arose, kifidly and 
gentle as a woman. x 

During that month I wrote my folks and heard from them 
regularly. I told them I was getting along well, but I 
omitted telling them what I was doing. And oñ extra 
bright days I had a letter from Mary. 

Twice during that time I met people from Dover. One 
night it was a young hot-blood, Jake Wiler, a. man with 
more money than brains. He had inherited a fortune from 
his father, and apparently had nothing to do but spend it 
and have a good time. 
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stoop, and posted itself diréctly in front of me. Before I 
could raise a hand to defend myself, the muzzle of a re- 
volver was stuck a few inches in front of my face, and a 
voice which I recognized immediately, spoke in high, 
nervous tone: 

“Jim Kendall, you have only a minute to live! Double- 
cross me, will you? Leave me without a penny when I 
might have had a fortune! Well, I'll get even—and right 
here and now. When I count three, I shoot One— 
n > 

The man was Charlie Higgins! And I knew from the 
way he talked he was crazed with drink, desperate with 
despair. 

It seemed that time stood still for a few seconds. If 
ever I had to think and act quickly in my life, it was then. 


IL HAWKINS had trained me to use marked cards, 

and he had told me many anecdotes meant to register 
on my mind. One of thèm came to me in that agonized 
moment. “Kid,” his words recurred to me, "if ever you 
get in a gun fight, remember to charge right in and grab 
the gun that's aimed at you. And—be sure you point it 
downward. The chances are it'll go off if the fight is hot. 
And it's a big sight easier to get a slug in the leg than 
through the head." 





d MIND if I ask you something?' 


*' Ask me anything you like, kid,’ the Iron Man told me. 
"You weren't using marked cards to-night. How is that?' 


“I didn't need to. I knew I could outplay that bunch of saps 
without them. Besides, the stakes weren't high enough.’ 


*Whew! Already I saw myself on the road to millions." 





I proposed him as a candidate to Gil. 

"Friend of yours?" the old fellow asked me. 

“Yes—from the home town." 

He gave me one of his hard looks. "He's a friend, is he? 
Then you know better than to think of taking his money." 

I tell you I felt I would be thankful if the earth had 
swallowed me after that rebuff. 

Another time Zeke Thompson came to Philadelphia, and 
as fortune would have it, he put up at my hotel. I saw very 
little of him, being careful that he shouldn't check up on the 
hours I kept. But I knew he'd go back to Dover and tell 
the folks there that I was prosperous, for I dressed like a 
millionaire's son. I hope I may be pardoned the flair of 
pride for remarking that at that time I owned a dozen pairs 
of spats and at least ten walking sticks. 

I was due for a shock that threatened to burst the cloud 
on which I rode sooner than I dreamed of. 


OXE morning about dawn I was coming home. Green’s 
Hotel was in the middle of the block—“square,” as 
they say in Philadelphia—and there was a row of houses 
between it and me as I turned the corner. Those houses 
had only three steps leading from the doorway to the street. 
And they were in semi-gloom, for the lamp at the corner 
spread its light only twenty feet or so. 

I was blithely whistling a tune as I stepped along, nearly 
four hundred dollars in my pocket, the world at my feet. 

Suddenly a figure sprang out from the shadows of a 


Of course I didn’t think in words then. The sage bit of 
advice flashed across my mind like a dream-image. But 
quick as it came, I acted. 

Up went my left hand. The move was so unexpected it 
took Charlie off his guard. Before he could pull away or 
shoot, I had brought my left hand down, knocking against 
the barrel of the gun, and deflecting its aim. With the feel 
of the weapon against my hand,-I immediately pushed 
downward, while with my right hand I shot out a crushing 
blow to Charlie’s jaw. 

There was a shot—a moan—and Charlie Higgins sank to 
the sidewalk, his plan to kill me in lieu of his $25,000 in- 
heritance, momentarily thwarted. I snatched the gun from 
his hand, and stood by to see if he would get to his feet 
and show fight. But he couldn’t. He was out. 

Some “ere in the dark, close at hand, I heard footsteps. 
Here I s >d with a man unconscious, a loaded gun in my 
hand, war. yet with the discharge of the one shot. I 
coüldn't tell there in the dark if the shot had taken effect 
on Charlie, or if it had missed both of us. What's more, 
I couldn't afford to take the time to find out. 

What if I were caught there? I’d surely be questioned. 
Then the truth of my card work would come to light—and 
gossip, if not a direct newspaper story, would get back to 
Dover. I had no false pride about myself; I believed 
thoroughly in what I was doing. But—I thought of Mary. 
I knew she wouldn't have me if she knew, and I knew I 
couldnt live without her. > 
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All this flashed through my mind with the speed of 
lightning. Waiting for nothing, I turned and ran. The 
hotel was only ten houses or so away, but I ran in the oppo- 
site direction. At the hotel were only a few articles of 
clothing I could replace easily enough. Let them stay; I 
couldn’t risk being caught and questioned. x 

I know now that I made a big mistake. But youth al- 
ways has had a lot to learn. I should have stayed and had 
a final settlement of Charlie Higgins’ grievance. If I had, 
I'd have saved myself a great deal of annoyance later. It 
took me years to learn the truth of that sage remark, “He 
who runs will live to fight another day." 

My main object as I put squares between me and Charlie 
was to get out of Philadelphia and lay low until I could 
find out if he were shot or not—dead or not. I had no 




















thought of looking up Gil Hawkins, my mentor. 'To appeal 
to him the first time I got in a jam was to show the white 
feather. No. I knew I was strong enough to take care 
of myself, and I wanted to show him so. 

I went straight to Broad Street Station and got a train 
for Trenton, New Jersey—a milk train that pulled out 
about four-thirty. And by nine o'clock I had registered at 
a Trenton hotel and was sleeping off the drowsiness of 
twenty-four hours' card-playing. 

My first thought upon waking was to buy a newspaper 
and learn all I could about the previous night's encounter. 
I had one sent up to my room. I combed it carefully, going 
over every paragraph in the sheet—but no mention of the 
affair did I see. It was months later that I learned Charlie 
went “out” as a result of the blow on the jaw only. He 


stayed in  Phila- 
delphia two weeks 
in a fruitless 
search for me— 


then went back to 
Dover to nurse his 
grievance and try 


to drown it with 
cheap liquor. 
There came a 


I was hired. 
My confidence 
game had 
worked! 


sharp knock 
on the door of 
my room. I 
was expecting 
no one. If the 
hotel people 
wanted ' me, 
they'd talk to 
me on the telephone 
through the switch- 
board down-stairs. 
Who could it be? 
Was I followed last 
night—the bulls? 

I hastily got into trousers and slipped into my shirt. 
If I was to be arrested, I'd fight or run before they 
got me. Then I walked (Continued on page 81) 


she Fell Among 
THIEVES 


Mary Briggs to a fair, 
slight man who was being 
unusually cool amid the 
bustle of our arrival at 
her mountain camp, "Jackie, 
I want you to be nice to my little niece, Ann." 
“That won't be—difficult,” he said slowly as he took from 
my shoulders the squirrel wrap Aunt Mary had let me 
wear. “Ann!” There was a lingering quality in his tone 
and eyes, and in his touch. “Ann! I like that name. It 
fits you. But if you had a little less red in your hair they 
could call you ‘Carrots,’ and that would fit you, too.” 
"Carrots yourself." I laughed as I tried to see the color 
of his small eyes behind his heavy, shell-rimmed glasses, 


] ACKIE,” said my Aunt 


and noted the light sleekness of his thinning hair. “Where 
do they get 'Jackie' ?" 
"You'd be surprised! Here, let me take that.” He ex- 


.ended his hand for the hat I had pulled off, and because I 
have a habit of noticing such things, the hand he held out 
to me was particularly interesting. Strong, well kept, and 
sensitive that hand was; the fingers slightly stained. With 
nicotine? I wondered. 

I was dazzled by Aunt Mary's camp, a pretentious affair 
of cobblestone with wide porches and great fireplaces, deep 
lounges and Navajo rugs; and I was i bewildered by 
her guests, who had come up to spend the Thanksgiving 
week-end. à 

The party promised to be extremely gay, and I particularly 
noticed one group who seemed to be special friends of my 
aunt’s. They were Jackie Moore—the man who thought it 
wouldn't be difficult to be nice to me—and Gertrude and Bill 
Wade, his sister and brother-in-law. 

They had an apartment on the floor above Aunt Mary's 
in town, and I learned later they had all been to Europe to- 
gether recently. Perhaps it was this strong friendship that 
made their manner so like that of my aunt's—that manner 
that filled me with vague uneasiness, that made me feel as 
if the charming surface they all presented to the world 
was like brilliantly colored enamel spread thinly over chilled 
steel. 

If only I could have known all about these people that 
I discovered later. I'd have run from them as from a 
plague. 


I WOULD never have gone to live with Aunt Mary under 

ordinary circumstances because of that uneasy, distrustful 
feeling she gave me from the first, but it was a case of live 
with her or not live at all. 

The doctor had been very kind to me during the weeks I 
had fought influenza and pneumonia; then he had been ter- 
ribly frank when I asked him when he thought I would 
be strong enough to go back to work. 

“In about three or four months’ time, I’d say,” he told 
me. “In the meanwhile, rest. Get all the sunshine and good 
food possible, and rest some more.” 

Rest! I had been in New York two years, working at the 
sort of job a small-town girl with no especial business train- 
ing finds in a large city, living in a dingy hall bedroom and 
trying like everything to make ends meet. I was succeeding 
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By ANN HUNTER a 
as told to MARGOT MACLEAN 


fairly well, too, until I became 
Then—— 

Back in my cold bedroom 
where I went that day after 
leaving the doctor’s office, I sat 
for a long while in the one 
rocking-chair the place boasted, and thought. I tried not 
to be too frightened. I tried to tell myself the doctor was 
wrong, that in another week or so I would be as strong as 
ever, back at the old job—or a better one. But it was no 
use. You see, I knew—— 

Then Aunt Mary came in. I was too foggy with misery 
and weakness to be much surprised at her sudden coming, 
though it had been two years since I had seen her in the 
little upstate town I had called home when she had made 
her last flying visit to Mother and me. And here she was 
as unconcerned as though it had not been two weeks, as 
though Mother’s death and the loss of our home were not 
worth even casual mention! 

I rose wearily to let her have the rocking-chair, and 
found a place for myself on the lumpy lounge I used for a 
bed. x 

“Ann Hunter!” exclaimed my aunt. “You look like the 
end of a misspent life !” 

“That’s the way I feel,” I acknowledged. 
you look wonderful.” 


“But you— 


GHE did. Small and exquisite, she wore her thirty odd 
years as superbly as she wore her wonderful clothes. 
She carried about her an air of the great world; she had 
the manner of one who has traveled far and seen much. 
Yet something was in that manner—I was too tired, too weak 
that day to give it much thought—but decidedly there was 
an elusive something about her I did not like—did not trust. 

“Just back from Europe, thank heaven!” Her voice was 
beautifully modulated. “Perfectly wretched crossing, my 
dear. I happened to think about you, so I telephoned the 
place where you worked to say hello. That’s how I learned 
your address, and about your illness and all that. Of course 
you're stony ?” 

“Stony’s no name for it, 
to know." 

I tried to think dui after I had told her how things stood 
with me, that her slow offer to take me to her home in the 
West was prompted by kindness. I tried awfully hard to 
think that, and perhaps it was; but we had not been long 
in that Western city—which must remain nameless in. view 
of the things that happened later—when I began to wonder 
if kindness was the only motive behind my aunt's offer. : 

It was late November when we arrived, and for a few days 
I did nothing but revel in the luxurious comfort of the 
glassed-in sleeping-porch Aunt Mary assigned me. That 
porch was merely one charming detail of the rather elegant 
apartment my aunt called home. "The dazzling sun stream- 
ing in through the rich curtains first gave me the impression 
that a golden glamour hung over the place, the gold and 
amber things on her dressing-table fostered the idea, and 
the way Aunt Mary spent money would lead anyone to be- 
lieve she had.a private gold mine. Little did I know—then. 

I knew almost nothing, really, about my aunt. My mother, 


I'm just about sunk, if you care 


She trusted her Aunt Mary, this child-woman whose innocence 
and simplicity should have kept her far removed from robbery, 
suicide, and murder 


"Yours?" I felt my cheeks flame. Did this 
stranger think I had ose the bag 
y 


purpose 
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whose younger sister she was, seldom spoke of her, and on 
the occasions of Aunt Mary's brief visits to us, Mother's 
manner had always been eloquent of disapproval, though she 
never told me the reason for it. 

Aunt Mary had married twice, I knew, and divided her 
time between Europe and her home in the West. Beyond 
that I had no knowledge of this very sophisticated woman 
who was giving me a chance to fight back to health. 

About a week after our arrival Aunt Mary told me she 
was giving a Thanksgiving house-party at her camp in the 
hills, and did I feel able to go? I would have gone if I had 
had to walk! From the windows of my sleeping-porch I 
could see those shining mountain peaks and I had an over- 
whelming desire to reach them. Already they had begun to 
be a symbol to me. They stood out bold, clear, honest. And 
somewhere in the back of my mind was creeping in the 
feeling that the atmosphere of Aunt Mary's home—in spite 




























of its golden 
glamour — was 
not clear and 
honest. 

Before 
dinner, when 
all the Thanks- 
giving party 
were sitting 
around the 
fire imbibing 
cocktails, and 
the large liv- 
ing-hall was 
fairly crack- 
ling with talk 
and laughter, 
Jackie Moore 
came over to 
where I sat 
alone He 
walked care- 
fully so as not 
to spill the 
contents of 
the glasses he 
carried. 

"Happy 
days!" he said with a grin'as he raised 
one glass toward the ceiling and held the 
other out to me. 

I shook my head. 

“What ?" . 

“T don't drink," I explained. 
or something, you know." 


*No thanks." 


"Weak heart or weak head 


I was so terrified 
I-could not move 
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After dinner most of the party gathered round the card- 
tables, and Aunt Mary asked me indifferently if I cared 
to take a hand. But it was not bridge they played; they 
were all keen on some new game Jackie Moore had dis- 
covered in Paris. I forget the name, but it was something 
fashionable Paris had learned from the Apaches—which let 
me out. I took a book and went to my room. 

As I drifted off to sleep that night, the last thing I re- 
membered was a troubled, haunting impressing of the soft- 
footed Jackie, and the intent look behind his thick glasses, 
watching, watching. 


BA in town the days became monotonously alike. Aunt 
Mary left me mostly to myself, and I religiously followed 
the doctor’s orders: fresh air and sunshine, good food and 
rest. I was tremendously grateful for the opportunity to do 
so, but I was not happy. I found myself longing for my 
bleak hall bedroom and my fifteen-dollar job. 
Drab things, those, but at least they were the 
reward of honest work. 

One afternoon I went with Jackie and Aunt 
Mary to a matinée, and afterward we had tea 
at one of the large hotels. Aunt Mary was in 
wonderful form that day. She talked incessantly 
and well, her large eyes sparkled, and she flirted 
indolently with Jackie Moore. 

His yellow eyes smiled lazily at her. “You 
act as though someone had left you a million, 
Mary.” 

“Really? Well—I could do with a mil- 
lion, old thing!” 

“And you, Ann,” he turned to me; 

“would a million make you like me any 
better ?” 
“Oh!” I laughed uneasily, because both 
of them were waiting for my 
answer. “I couldn’t like you 
—any better.” 

“I could take that two 
ways, you know," said Jackie 
slowly. *What do you mean ?" 

I didn't know what to say. 
I never knew quite what to 
say to him, ever. He seemed 
so sure of himself—so sure 
of me! And Aunt Mary had 
given me a cold look one day 
and asked me what was the 
matter with me, anyway. 
A girl didn't meet a man like 
Jackie every change of the 
moon, she said, and why 
didn't I treat him nicely? 
So, all things considered, on 
account of Aunt Mary, I 
dared not let him know how 
thoroughly I disliked and 
feared him. 

To avoid Jackie’s look, I 
glanced around the lounge 
where we were having tea. 
It was then I saw him, the 
man for whom later I was to 
risk my life— everything. 






But of course, I did not 
know that then. 
Among that crowd of 


well-dressed people taking 
tea or lazily smoking or merely lounging about, he was not 
so very conspicuous. I was just something about the poise 
of his head above his broad shoulders, the direct gaze of 
his gray eyes, that caught my attention. 

He had been busy with a newspaper, I think, and had put 
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it down to light a cigarette. Then it was he glanced casu- 
ally at our table—very casually. But that brief glance 
made me suddenly anxious to know whether or not my nose 
was shiny. I let my eyes slide toward a convenient mirror 
for reassurance, and I was thankful that the green velvet 
hat I wore, brought out the green lights in my eyes, and 
that my hair appeared more gold than red. Then I looked 
again at the intersting stranger, but he wasn't seeing me 
at all. He was quite deliberately staring at Aunt Mary. 

We rose to leave shortly after that. Aunt Mary said she 
had a headache, though her sparkling appearance gave a lie 
to that. She was going to drive around a while before 
dinner, so would Jackie take me home? 

*Nothing would give me more pleasure," he declared, 
“but I’ve got to see a man, and the business might keep me 
well into the evening." 

Aunt Mary looked thoughtful. “Hm,” she said, suddenly 
grave and serious, ^well—come along, Ann. See you later, 
Jackie." 

As I followed her through the crowded lounge, my coat 
slipped from my shoulders. I re- 
placed it, but in fumbling with the 
fastenings I dropped my bag right 
at the feet of the strange man who 
had stared so at Aunt Mary. 

He stooped for it. “Yours?” His 
voice was so very crisp and cool that 


I felt my cheeks flame. Did this 
stranger think I had 
dropped the bag  pur- 
ly? 
*Thanks," I 


murmured, and 
hurried to catch 
up with my aunt. 


"You drive, Ann," she said when we reached the car. 
“T’m—nervous.” 
I slipped into the seat behind the wheel with a sigh of 


content. I hadn’t driven since Mother’s death, because her 
passing had marked the loss of all the dear possessions that 
meant pleasure. It was good to be driving once more. 
























Snow was. falling when we left the hotel, and the early 
dark of the December evening gave a sharp brilliance to 
the street lights. We moved slowly through the heavy traf- 
fic, then with increased speed toward the outskirts of the 
city. For one who had merely wanted to drive around for 
a while, Aunt Mary seemed to have a pretty definite idea 
of where she wanted to go. 

At length, as we approached a block of little suburban 
stores, Aunt Mary told me to stop. She said she had re- | 
membered suddenly that she must telephone. I drew up in 
front of the corner drug store she pointed out, and its 
swinging doors closed after her a moment later. She re- 
turned soon with a somewhat large, neatly wrapped, oblong 
package. 

“No place to go but home now, Ann,” and she laughed. 
“I think [ll drive. My headache’s—gone.” 

While I waited for her to start the car, I noticed a man 
who came out of the drug store she just left, a man who 
walked with a decided limp, and who gave us a sidelong 
glance as he passed. Aunt Mary did not seem to notice him. 
^ There was the usual crowd 
of people in that night for 
bridge, and at one table Jackie 
and his relatives—the Wades 
—and Aunt Mary played that 
French game of Jackie’s they 
were so keen about. Later 
the rugs were rolled back 
and there was dancing. 

Jackie was teaching me 
a new step he had learned 
at Biarritz. 

"You didn't an- 
swer my question 


On the floor 
I found the 
still form of 
Tom Jewett. 
What did 
this mean? 


this afternoon,” he said, his eyes fixed on me accusingly. 

"Please," I begged, "don't start all that again!" 

He flared with sudden anger, his arms tightened about 
me. “What are you trying to do," he questioned, “emu- 
late the-peach that is just out of reach?" 

I tried to widen the distance (Continued on page 66) 


MIDNIGHT 
MADNESS 


Moseley, placing his cards 
face down upon the table 
and picking up his cigar. 

I glanced at my hand, pretty 
fair in everything except 
spades, but no real bid. “TIl double a spade,” I said. 

Judge Patston, our host, shot a glance from me to my 
partner. “Um—vwell, I'lI ——" 

But we never learned what he had intended doing. For 
at that moment there came a sharp, imperative rap on the 
library door. Then it swung open and the butler, with an 
apologetic nod, announced: "Sorry, sir, but Sheriff Ken- 
nedy's here. He said it was most important." 

"That's all right, Carson,” came in a booming voice I 
recognized as Kennedy's. “Go and tell my driver the Judge 
is in and I won't be out for a while." 

Then the Sheriff appeared, his massive shoulders all but 
scraping the sides of the doorway as he lumbered in. 

"Evenin', Judge. There's been hell poppin’ or I wouldn't 
break in on—— Well, so help me, if it isn't Neil Jennings !” 
He fairly pulled me from my chair, pumping my arm 
vigorously. 

"Hang your picture, Neil, but I'm sure glad to see you 
to-night. We've just had a murder. Some damned crooks 
just bumped off Frank Carney, threw his wife and baby out 
of his car and beat it in the machine. You can help us a lot, 
old man, for they left darned few clues." 

“Just a moment, Gus, and calm down." The Judge was 
speaking. He came around the card-littered table, pushed a 
chair toward Kennedy and nodded íor all to be seated. 
"Now let us have the story—coherently. But forget Neil. 
He is up here for a rest. We'll try to do our own police 
work this time, not make him work as we did last spring 
on the Kempner robbery." 

“All right," grunted the Sheriff, his shaggy brows coming 
down in a frown, his sharp little eyes meeting mine. “He 
can rest if he wants to. But I'm a-bettin' he won't after 
hearin'——- Well, here's what 

"Yesterday afternoon Frank, with his wife and baby, 
drove over to Ackertown to see his sister. They were 
coming back here to-night and were less than a mile outside 
of town (it was about ten o'clock) when two armed men 
jumped into the road. Frank stopped his machine, but one 
of the bandits shot him without a word, through the brain, 
killing him instantly. 


| "LL bid one spade,” drawled 


* AS he tumbled out, they jumped aboard and hit Mrs. Car- 
ney over the head with the butt of a gun. Then they 
threw her into the ditch and the baby after her and started 
off, lickety-split for the main highway, about a half-mile 
ahead. Pete Maloney, driving a government truck with the 
air mail, was coming along the main road and heard the 
shots. Thinkin’ it was a hold-up, he speeded and reached 
the fork as the killers in the stolen car were racing for that 
point. They were after him, all right, as I'll explain later. 
“It was bright moonlight, so everything could be seen 
plainly. As he raced by he thought he heard a shot, but 
kept going. It was quite a piece to the branch railroad 
crossing. A train from up-state was coming full tilt. He 
beat it across the rails and headed for the stores, yelling for 
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By NEIL JENNINGS 
as told to E. A. GOEWEY 


help. The gates dropped as 
the bandits reached them. But 
they didn't stop.. They broke 
right through them. Evidently 
they were plumb scared by that 
time, for they didn't turn off 
for Pete—just kept speeding ahead.” 

Kennedy paused for breath, and "pu his red and per- 
spiring face. 

"Tim Curtin, one of the ee police, riding his 
motor-cycle, was coming toward the tracks. He heard Pete's 
yells, pulled to the center of the road and dismounted. But 
the bandits steered straight for him, shootin', and ran right 
over his machine. 'They missed him. But he fired as they 
passed and he heard one let out a shriek as if he'd been hit." 

“Did they make a get-away?” I interrupted. 

"Yep—clean! But we picked up their trail after that. 
First we found Frank’s car. It was badly smashed from 
crashing the gates and blood was all over it—from the 
wounded highwayman, I guess. Then we learned that a 
man named Dickison, driving here from Middletown in a 
big machine, was held up-five miles out by two men. One 
was badly wounded and his hand was^all covered with blood 
where he was holding his side. The other thug had two 
guns. He forced Dickison to leave his car and then the 
crooks drove away in it. I can cut that part short by tellin’ 
that their trail was lost on the Waterbury road. Maybe 
we'll get more news, for my men and the state police have 
scattered and word has been telephoned to all the towns to 
the state line to head off the car. Part of what I’ve learned 
was telephoned in." 

“Just a moment,” broke in the Judge. 
Carney's body and his family ?" 

“Me and one of my boys. We were in Harper's store 
when we heard Pete's cries. He told us all he'd seen. Then 
Curtin ran up. He gave us his end. We told him to get 
help, telephone a description of the car all along the line 
and have everybody scatter. Then me and my man drove 
back over the highway. We found Mrs. Carney alongside 
the road, crying over Frank and trying to quiet the baby, 
which got a broken arm. Mrs. Carney wasn't badly hurt, 
just a cut on the head. But she was so scared, so wild over 
Frank's death that it took time to get her story." 

While he was telling of the hurts of the woman and child, 
I heard a faint gasp. And, looking toward the doorway, I 
saw Dorothy, the pretty, motherless daughter of the Judge, 
just inside the room, her face very white, her hands pressed 
to her cheeks. Kennedy’s back was toward her. The 
recital, as being bluntly made by him, was not one I cared 
to have this refined girl hear. I tried to catch her eye, then 
the Judge's. But both were too intent upon listening to 
the Sheriff to note my glance. 

"We took Mrs. Carney and the baby to the hospital" 
Kennedy went on, “and sent Frank's body home. His car 
is still where the killers left it. There's a lot more for me 
to do yet, but I took time to come and let you know, Judge, 
'cause you're a government official and I’m certain they 
were after Pete and were going to rob the mail truck. It's a 
guess why they shot Frank. Probably they knew they were 
late, had lost time somewhere, and went the limit to reach 
the junction before he passed." 


“Who found 


Archer Coleman, young and inexperienced, did not realize 
the danger of associating with crooks. If he had, 
then a cold-blooded murder and a daring rob- 
bery might never have been committed 







“Tf these bandits had 


“Just a moment, Gus,” I said. 
genet to rob a government mail truck they surely would 
nave had a:car in which to make their get-away.” 

“No doubt. My guess is that they didn’t know the road 
very well and ran it into a ditch some distance back. My 


men are searching for such a car. But I’m certain these 
fellows knew more than I did then—I think they knew that 
this being Friday night, Maloney’s truck was due to pass 
the junction at ten, instead of eleven, as it did every night 
up until yesterday.” 

“Who changed the time?” I asked. 

“The Post Office Department.” 

“Why was the change made, and why for Friday nights 
only ?” 

“To prevent a possible hold-up. I understand most of 
the trucks taking mail to the flying fields are unguarded, ex- 
cept for the armed driver. These are no match for high- 
waymen, as some of the hold-ups in other places have proved. 
Now I'll let you all in on something. It has been the custom 


“Please don't arrest 
Archer!” pleaded 
Dot. "He couldn't 
do such a thing. He 
wouldn't steal!" 


of the Cartier Refrigerator Company, every Friday night, 


‘to send a sack of money by air mail from the factory over 


at Suffern to the New Jersey offices. Sometimes the sack 
contained as much as $50,000. Last week the company 
began to get restless, hearing so much about mail hold-ups, 
and arranged with the postal authorities to have Maloney, 
beginning to-night, make his Friday night run an hour ahead 
of his regular time. "That's what I meant when I said the 
crooks were desperate. Some way they'd learned about the 
change in time, and, being late for some reason, they didn't 
hesitate to kill Frank to get a car——" 

"To know about the change in the time and the money 
sent on Friday nights they must have had a tip-off. Is 
Maloney on the level ?" 

“Absolutely,” declared Kennedy. 


“Good,” I said. “Now—was there a big cash shipment 
to-night ?” 
“Yes. I had the president of the company, Cartier, on 


the telephone. There was $65,000 in the sack to-night.” 
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“Now, Gus," and I moved so as to stand directly before 
him, “you have asked for my advice and help. Maybe 
you'll get it. But I won't turn a finger until I know every- 
thing—your suspicions as well as the facts uncovered. 
You've been keeping something back. Maybe it was to 
hear what my guess would be before you put all your cards 
face up. Now let's get right down to cases. You must 
have some definite idea concerning someone mixed up in 
this case or you wouldn't 
keep persisting that these 
bandits knew of the 
prance in time. What, 

4 whom do you sus- 

»»" 

Kennedy gulped and his 
eyes, now narrowed to 
mere slits, sought those of 
Patston. "Listen, Judge, 
Neil is right. I've got 
something else, but I just 
hated to spill it. However, 
it was my real reason for 
coming here, so I might 
as well get it off my 
chest." r 


"NUHAT are you driv- 
ing at?" asked Pats- 
ton, his face blank with 
amazement. ^ 

"Well—I've given or- 
ders to arrest Archer Cole- 
man as soon as we can lay 
hands on him." 

“What?” The word 
came from the Judge in a 


gasp. 

I didn’t look at him, but 
looked over the head of 
Kennedy toward Dot. She 
was clinging to the frame- 
work of the doorway to 
keep from falling, her 
mouth open, her eyes wide 
with horror. I recalled 
that she and young Cole- 
man had been sort of boy 
and girl sweethearts. Also 
that Archer was the spoiled 
and. only son of DeLos 
Coleman, who had. died 
after going broke in The 
Street. I never had found 
the boy vicious. But he 
became headstrong and 
stubborn when crossed. 

“Judge,” by this time the 
Sheriff's voice was harsh 
and determined, "there's 
no use beating about the 
bush. For more’n a year 
Archer's been running 
wild. I guess I don't have 
to tell you, for that's 
probably why you told him to keep away írom here." 

“But what's that got to do——" 

"Archer's been holding down his job as an outside sales- 
man for the Cartier company only because old man Cartier 
and the boy's father were such close friends. Archer ain't 
worth his salt as a^worker. Flying's the only thing he 
cares about. You know that. With the plane he built he's 
been. doing stunts that would have killed. anybody but a 
lucky fool. And ever since the mail flying field was located 





over at Hastings, he's been there most of the time when he 
should have been working." 

“Still, I don't see——” 

But Kennedy cut the Judge short. “You will. Two weeks 
ago Jacques Cartier, in the hope of bringing the boy to his 
senses and to make him give his attention to business, took 
him into his office as an assistant to the cashier.” 

“You mean,” I interrupted, “that in his new job he was 


I stood close to the 
sill and listened 





in a position to know what money was shipped by air mail 
and the change in time in sending it to the flying field ?" 
“Exactly.” 


“RUT,” the Judge's voice trembled, “you don't think he 
was one of the thieves—the killers ?” 
“He may be, though I doubt it. I don’t think he’d kill— 
even for money.” 
“Then why arrest him?" asked Pafston. 


ri 
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“Because—— Well, here's something you don't know. I 
know it>and so do my deputies and a few others. For more 
than two months Archer’s been running loose around New 
York at night, traveling with a bad crowd, drinking, gam- 
bling: i 

“How do you know?” I asked. 

“Because my men, down in New York on police business, 
haye seen him in questionable neighborhoods chumming with 
some pretty hard characters. Because (and you know he 
owed a lot of money around here) he's been paying his 
debts. And, being only a big kid, he's boasted that he won a 
lot of money at cards. Many times, the boys at the station 
tell me, he's been pretty well lit up when he returned from 
the city." 

“Where is he now?” I asked. 

"[ don't know. But he'll have to explain where he's been 
when we get him. He left here on the seven o'clock train 
for New York—the third time this week. Maybe he went 
there and maybe he didn't. 

He'll be lucky in one way if he 
can prove he was there. It’s 
twelve and after 
now. He usual- 





"Come, Kid," 


said 
ot to 
here" 


Snow, "we 
get you out o 





ly comes back on the one o'clock. My men are at the station 
and he'll be arrested when he steps off that train.” 

“No, no!" The words came in a gasping cry, and Dot 
staggered forward until she faced the Sheriff. 

“Please don't arrest Archer," pleaded Dot. “He couldn't 
do such a thing. He wouldn't steal! Please don't disgrace 
him. You know everybody is against him, but——" 


“TUST a moment, daughter." There was a catch in the 

Judge's voice as he placed an arm about her and drew 
her close. "Everybody isn't against Archer. But they don't 
like his recklessness—his shiftless habits. Probably he can 
explain everything. But the law must take its course. If he 
is innocent he can prove it." 

"Prove? Why, they already believe him guilty.” She 
drew away, her voice trembling with a mixture of dread and 
anger, her eyes brimming with tears. “Prove? Yes, but 
not until he’s been arrested and disgraced.” 

“Wait, Dot,” and I crossed over and took her 
hand. “You'd better let us handle this matter. You 
know your father and I will do our utmost——" 

"Oh, Mr. Jennings. I hadn't noticed you before. 
I've been so frightened. But 
you will help Archer, won't 
you? I know he is innocent. 
Please (Continued on page 92) 







Whispering 


The capture or the escape of the thief who 
on a woman—on a woman Gregory 


By MICHAEL DELANEY, Detective Lieutenant 


to answer the terrified summons of Oliver Lightneur, 

financier and collector of rare works of art. I found 

that the private museum adjoining his house had been 
robbed of a valuable painting and a priceless rug. 

Investigation showed me that the thief had left an upper 
floor of the museum by means of a rope, which still dangled 
from the window of his escape. At the bottom of the rope 
were several bloodstains. 

Puzzled at these, I wondered why there should be blood- 
stains at the bottom of the rope, and none at the top. And 
then the answer came: The thief had worn gloves. Dur- 
ing his descent of the rope, friction had worn through the 
gloves and had chafed his hands. 

Patrolman Morrissey had had a glimpse of the thief, 
enough to learn that the getaway had been made in an 
automobile of cheap make. Later the same night, word 
came in that a flivver had been abandoned on a street 
miles removed from the scene of the theft. Overlooking 
no possibilities, I examined the abandoned flivver and soon 
saw that it was the getaway car. 

In a trash can within twenty yards of the abandoned 
car, I found—a pair of worn kid gloves! Snatching them 
up eagerly I saw that they were stained with blood. 
Without doubt I was on the trail of the thief, and within 
two hours after his crime! 


[29 dawn one morning I was sent post-haste 


I TURNED back the flaps of the gloves. - And what I had 
_4 hoped to find was there—a cleaner's marks, in two places, 
in indelible ink. This was a great find, but—I hadn't the 
time required to visit innumerable cleaning and dyeing es- 
tablishments until I found the one which had cleaned the 
gloves. In the circumstances, I couldn't afford to do this. 
There wasn't time. 

Pocketing the gloves and the wrapping paper, I hurried to 
the nearest public telephone and called up Headquarters 
again. The owner of the car had been located. He lived 
in a rather sparsely settled section of the Bronx. I made a 
note of the address. This owner had no garage, so he left 
the car in his yard at night. He had not awakened when 
his car had been stolen. 

"That information appeared to settle two things in my 
mind. Probably the thief had his hideout in the same neigh- 
borhood, and was aware that the car was parked in the 
open every night. Also, there probably would be but few 
cleaning establishments in that particular section of the city. 
And, if the thief had had his gloves cleaned in that section, 
I should be able to have the numbers identified quickly. 

The distance was considerable, so I took the subway to 
make better time. It was nearly seven when I arrived there. 
I went directly to the place from which the car had been 
stolen. Its owner was preparing to go down-town to claim 
it He informed me there was but one cleaning and dye- 
ing establishment within many blocks, and took me to it. 


. BiNGS were breaking entirely too smoothly. 


' with—and quickly. 


The proprietor lived behind the store, and finally re- 
sponded to my repeated rapping. My shield sent the growl 
from his tone and the scowl from his features. : 

In jig time he had located the entries I wanted in his 
books. The gloves had been cleaned for a Gregory Miller, 
of an address on Alden Avenue, a location about midway 
between the store and the home of the owner of the stolen 
car. The second of the two entries showed the gloves had 
been in the cleaner's about a month previous. "The pro- 
prietor was not certain he remembered this Miller, but 
thought he was a young fellow, say in his twenties. He 
didn't know who operated the house given as the suspect's 
address, but from his knowledge of the neighborhood he 
surmised it was a rooming establishment. 


As a 

veteran I restrained any cheets and wondered how long 
it would be before I would run into a brick wall that might 
spell defeat. However, there was a chance that I would find 
my quarry at home. And, if he proved to be the clever 
and resourceful thief I guessed, I wanted to be prepared 
for all emergencies. No crook of his apparent caliber would 
submit to arrest without a stiff fight. So, on my way, I 
stepped into a store entrance, tested my revolver, then 
dropped it into my right outside coat pocket. 

My hunch concerning a jolt being due me came true when 
I arrived at the Alden Avenue address. The landlady, a 
motherly appearing woman, conducted me to a prim parlor. 
Yes, she knew Gregory Miller. He had roomed with her 
for nearly a year, until about three weeks before. 

“He’s left you?” I inquired hurriedly. 

“Ves.” 

“Madam, it is most important that I locate him at once. 
I believe he’s a man I must transact important business 
Tell me all about him, please.” 

“I wil be glad if it's something to his advantage. He 
was such a nice young man, always polite, neat, and well 
dressed. He came here from Boston, he said. He is an art 
student." 

That statement made me feel better. I was looking for 
a well-dressed, smooth performer. “Art student" sounded 
significant. 

“He had the front room on the upper floor," the land- 
lady went on, “where there was plenty of north light. He 
painted there a bit, and he also painted pictures outside— 
in the galleries, he told me. Three weeks ago he said he'd 
been called home on account of illness in his family, and 
wouldn't return for at least two months. He paid for that 
time, told me to hold his room, and left his paints and 
things. But he took with him his trunk and clothing." 

"Where did he tell you his mail was to be forwarded ?" 

“To the general delivery at the main post-office. He said 
he would have it forwarded from there, as he might have 
to leave Boston with his sick relative. However, he didn’t 


GLOVES 


pilfered the Lightneur art museum, depended 
Miller never should have trusted 


“How did you get this picture?” 










get much mail and 
never had visitors here. 
He was very quiet-like." 

"Describe him." 

"He was about twenty-eight, 
and had fair hair—around five feet seven 
inches in height, I should judge, and very 
strong. He exercised with dumb-bells. here, 
and he belonged to a gymnasium." 

Despite my anxiety, I could scarcely repress a grin. My 
acrobatic thief kept himself in good condition for his rope- 
climbing stunts. 

"Can I see his room?" It was a chance in the dark. I 
was prepared to show my shield, if necessary, but 

"Why, yes, since you are a friend," she said. 

She conducted me to the room, which was liberally deco- 
rated with unframed canvases. These the landlady assured 
me he had painted. The work was remarkably good. I 
wondered why a man so gifted had turned thief. However, 
l had run across others of exceptional talents who had been 





I asked the girl 


crooked, either for 
the excitement of 
breaking the laws or because of 
an inherited bad streak. 

The door-bell rang while I, was 
> looking at the pictures, and the 
landlady went below. I snatched up several tubes of paint, 
wrapped them in my handkerchief, and pocketed them. They 
probably held finger-prints I might require later. Then 
I began hastily searching the dresser drawers. They ap- 
peared to contain only odds and ends—old ties, collars, dis- 
carded shirts, and the like. But I did turn up two significant 
things, a revolver cleaner and an empty box that had con- 
tained cartridges. I reassured myself by feeling to make 
certain that my gun still was in my outer pocket. 

The landlady, who came up in a few minutes, showed 
no signs of suspecting what I had (Continued on page 72) 
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The MAN Who 


Charged with bank robbery and murder, “John Doe" could 
the only clues to the enigma of his past were the curious, 






















By Headquarters Detective 
THOMAS P. MULLANE 
As told to MARK MELLEN 


ISIT the scene of the crime— 
V is what clues are available— 

piece them together—get a line 

on possible suspects—eliminate 
these suspects until the guilty man or 
woman is found—this is the 
usual run of detectives' cases, 
particularly when he is con- 
nected with the Police Depart- 
ment of a large city. I was, 
for ten long, exciting years, 
and I know what I'm talk- 
ing about. But once at least 
in my career, I began a 
case after the arrest had 
been made. For its striking 
development, for its amaz- 
ing human sidelights, it is 
perhaps without parallel, for 
—I was assigned the task of 
finding a man who had lost 
himself ! 

“Mullane, I have a tough 
job for you,” the Chief told 
me when I appeared before ~ 
him in answer to his sum- 
mons. "You've heard about 
the fellow who walked into 
the Suburban National 
Bank last week, stuck up the 
paying teller, and then, 
when he was walking out 
with his, loot, shot down the 
cashier, who had rushed in 
pursuit.” 

I nodded. I had read of 
the case in the papers. The 
crook had turned just as 
he had passed through the 
door of the bank, and had 
killed his pursuer. Numerous pedes- 
trians on the sidewalk had wit- 
nessed the act, but had stood back, 
terror-stricken, while the murderer 
sprang into his automobile and dashed 
away. The description of the man, 
which onlookers furnished the police, 
together with the number on the li- 
cense plates of his car, made this arrest 
comparatively easy. The loot was re- 





When he 
thought I was 
gone, I still 
hung around 


“This fellow is evi- 
dently either a hard- 
boiled egg or a nut, and 
I haven't quite been able to determine which," 
the Chief went on. “He simply will not an- 
swer questions. We've given him the third 
degree, but the only effect is to cause him to shut his 
lips the tighter. He——" 


covered, and the prisoner taken to "Maybe you haven't been rough enough, Chief," I 
Headquarters for questioning. All this flashed across my interrupted to suggest. “You know they all talk when the 
mind while I sat waiting for my Chief to continue. pressure is put on strong enough." 
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LOST Himself 


not remember who he was nor where he came from. And 
Orientaldesigns he drew onsheetafter sheet of scratchpaper 


The Chief raised a protesting hand. 

“We've done everything but kill him,” he declared. “Food 
and water were refused him, and he wasn’t permitted to 
sleep a wink for three days. Every time he dozed off from 
sheer exhaustion, the boys went at him and gave him the 
rough stuff all over again. 
















But it's no. use. He simply 
won't talk. 
“He must have some 


powerful motive for remain- 
ing silent. Probably shield- 
ing his confederate, possibly 
some woman, for men ordi- 
narily will not stand a severe 
grilling in order to protect a 
male pal. Or else he has 
some other crimes to account 
for and simply dares not talk. 
Won't even give his right 
name—won't give any name 
at all." 

“He has no chance to beat 
this case" I commented. 
“He committed murder, so I 
can't see why he wants to 
conceal any other crimes. | 
He's due to sit in the ‘roaster’ 
for this job, and they cer- 
tainly couldn't give him any 
worse than that for any other 
jobs he did. He should know 
it. I'll say he's a nut, before 
you go any further." 

"Well, there have been a 
lot of stick-ups recently, Mul- 
lane. This fellow may have 
had a hand in them. If we 
can pin some of them on him, 
it will clear up a lot of un- 
solved mysteries and keep the 
newspapers from  hollering 
because we get almost none 
of these stick-up guys. Get busy now, 
and connect him with as many dif- 
ferent cases as possible. It’s our 
chance to make a record for getting 
the man who has been responsible for 
this latest crime wave the papers have 
been raving about. This z 

“But suppose he isn't the right guy, 
Chief? Suppose I can't tie him up 
with any other job? Looks to me as 
if this is his first job in this town and——” 

"Don't you bother any about that. Pin 
everything on him," the Chief demanded 
impatiently. "He won't talk, so there's no 
chance of his denying anything we say." 

I nodded my understanding. 

“Get busy, Mullane,” the Chief resumed, 
turning to his desk in a manner indicating 





to me that the interview was at an end. As I turned to 
leave him, he called after me: “Be sure to locate his record. 
And don’t fail to learn his right name. When you get this, 
he may weaken and give us some information.” 

I decided to have a talk with the prisoner, and accordingly 
visited him in his cell. I found him writing crazy charac- 
ters on a piece of paper. I was surprised to find him al- 
ready in stripes, for he had not yet been indicted, even. But 
I learned later that he had asked for the striped suit, and 
the boys, thinking to humor him and so make him talk, had 
put it on him. A 
nut, sure enough. 


While I 
watched, he 
did nothing 
out of the 
way. Then—— 
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I tried to make him feel that I was his friend, but he 
simply ignored me. Then I told him that he was due 
to receive a death sentence when he went to trial, and that 
nothing he said could make matters worse for him, but, on 
the contrary, might help him. 

All to no avail. When he thought I was gone, I still 
hung around. I watched him from a vantage point, ob- 
serving his every move. While I watched, he did nothing 
out of the way. 


T HEN I put a man in the cell next to his. "This stool- 

pigeon tried to make friends with the murderer, who 
was booked as “John Doe." Doe neither accepted nor re- 
pelled the stool’s advances. He simply ignored them. Then 
the man in the next cell offered to secure drugs for him, 
stating that he was an addict and was willing to share his 
"dope." "This offer was not accepted, so I knew that the 
prisoner was not a drug addict. He had not robbed and 
murdered while under the influence of a narcotic. As a 
rule, crimes of violence are committed by “hop heads," 
but John Doe was different in every way from the or- 
dinary criminal. He would not accept his neighbors' offers 
of cigarettes or food, but took the prison fare without com- 
plaint. This to me was additional proof m I had no or- 
dinary prisoner to deal with. 


""There's no hurry. This fellow won't be tried for some 
time yet. Take your vacation, and when you come back, 
get to work on the case and do something." 

I lost no time in getting away. As I hurried out of the 
room, the Chief's voice followed me: “I’m giving you a 
chance to make a name for yourself. Don't muff it." 

As I reached the street I realized that I was not to have a 
real vacation. The thought of working on the John Doe 
case again as soon as I returned would be right with me. 
I had to learn John Doe's real name and solve the mystery 
created by his silence. If I did this I would make a name 
for myself! Huh! The thought gave me no pleasure. 

I went home and packed my grip, but I was not in the 
happy frame of mind common to those who are preparing 
to take a pleasure trip. I was thinking more of the strange 
case assigned to me than I was of seashore and mountains. 

Working under a strain, I had not decided definitely 
where I would go for rest and recreation, but I was due to 
leave the following morning. Then I walked over to the 
jail again, without the least idea as to what I hoped to 
accomplish by such a move. 

*John Doe had a lawyer in here to-day," a keeper told 
me. “They were in the counsel room together for a long 
time. Don't know what they said. But they had two pads 
of paper, and both of them were making notes. They tore 





“BUT I was due for another surprise. When I lifted the tray out of 
the trunk, I found not a lot of discarded clothes, but bundles and 
bundles of bank-notes, some of them evidently unused, although others 
were well worn. There must have been a quarter of a million in cash 


before my very eyes!" 





I worked on the case day aíter day, and studied it and 
thought about it night after night. I wanted to learn 
whether or not this man had committed other crimes, who 
his accomplices were, if any, and who he was. At the end 
of three weeks I was exactly where I had started. I hadn't 
learned a thing. John, Doe got on my nerves, and I 
reached the point where I couldn't sleep. I became irri- 
table and nervous and my food wouldn't digest. 

Then I reported to the Chief. 


"MX vacation begins to-morrow, Chief. Thought I 
better report to you before I went away. I’ve got 
nowhere on this John Doe case. You better put some one 
else on it, as I don't seem to make any progress." 

“Licked, eh?" the Chief queried, a sneer on his face. 

“Ive tried everything I could think of, but this bird is 
a puzzle. I don't like to acknowledge that I'm licked, but 
some one else might have better luck. I'd hate to have to 
think about this case all the time I'm on my vacation, and 
that's just what I'd do if I knew I had to take it up again 
as soon as I report back -for duty." 

*Have you pinned anything else on him?" the Chief de- 
manded. “You know I told you that you didn't have to 
be particular about what you charged him with. He'll stand 
for anything." 

I knew my boss was displeased because I had not charged 
the prisoner with sundry other crimes, regardless of whether 
or not I had any evidence to justify the accusation. 

“I haven't been able to get a thing on him," I answered 
lamely. 

'The Chief scowled. 


up several sheets of paper, and aíter they left the room 
and Doe was back in his cell, I gathered them up. I know 
you're all steamed up about this case." 

"You're right about that,” I answered, as I eagerly ex- 
tended my hand for the torn scraps of paper. 

"[ didn't try to put them together. Just saved them 
for you. You can do what you like with them," the keeper 
added, as he accepted the coin I proffered. 

Eagerly I rushed back to my room and impatiently 
removed every article from the small table that stood be- 
fore a window. Then I took the scraps of paper and tried 
to piece them together, just like a kid trying to work out 
a jigsaw puzzle. One sheet, after almost an hour's effort, 
showed nothing more enlightening than a few figures. There 
was “$5,000,” with a linc drawn heavily through it, and 
*$2,500," lower down on the paper, just as if some one idly 
had been making notations while conversing. 

“The lawyer cut his fee down from five thousand to half 
that amount," I mused. “That’s all that means. The pris- 
oner has little or no money and no rich relatives or friends. 
If he had, that lawyer would have found a way to make 
him agree to the payment of a larger sum. It’s a cinch 
that twenty-five hundred dollars is all John Doe can rake 
and scrape together." 


"THEN I pieced together several other sheets. They were 

of yellow scratch paper, about eight by eleven inches 
in size. They had not been torn into small bits, but a few 
of the pieces were quite large, being four square inches or 
more in area. It was evident that no studied effort had been 
made to destroy all trace of the writing. When I finally 
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got the four shetts all pieced out and pasted together, I 
realized why this was so. There was nothing on any of 
the papers that could not have been shown to the world 
at large. 


ONE sheet contained the figures which I thought referred 
to the size of the attorney’s fee. The other three sheets 
contained nothing more interesting or enlightening than 


a number of free-hand drawings in the shape of scrolls, 


and grotesque designs that suggested to me something of 
Japan or the Orient. They were not the conventional designs 
such as were used as copies to be followed in my drawing 
lessons when I was a boy at school, but they were in a 
manner weird but at the same time decidedly artistic, if I 
could judge. 

I could not in any way connect these designs with the 
case I was handling, but as an experienced detective I 
knew that a clue is often dis- 
covered where least expected. 
I resolved to preserve the 
drawings, so I placed them in 
an envelope and laid them 
aside. But I could not 
dismiss them from my 
mind. 

“Those fig- 
ures look 
something like 
those on the 
tapestries and 
hangings I 


“Sure you can 
open the trunk. 

Why not? The man 
is crazy who owns it" 


saw in that room that con- 
tained the bamboo furni- 
ture in Mrs. Van Al- 
stine’s mansion," I con- 
fided to myself after a long 
time spent in trying to remem- 
ber where I had seen something 
similar. I had been one of the 
detectives assigned to the Van 
Alstine mansion some months 
before when some foreign dig- 
nitaries were being entertained there. 

Then I started as I had a sudden thought. 

Could it be that John Doe had been in the employ of some 
local dealer or manufacturer of tapestries and drawn from 


memory some of the designs with which he was familiar? 
Was his twisted brain harking back in this manner to a past 
that had become foggy to him. 

'This was the first thing I had found that looked like a 
possible clue since I started to work on the case. For that 
reason I was elated to a degree far beyond the seeming 
importance of the find. 'To me it just proved what all 
successful detectives believe—that if you continue’ work- 
ing and searching long enough and carefully enough, you 
will eventually find a clue. 

All thoughts of vacation were forgotten. Almost feverish 
with excitement, I picked up the telephone Red Book in 
order to learn the names and addresses of all manufacturers 
of and dealers in tapestries. I intended to visit them in 
order to ascertain if the drawings I had bore any like- 
ness to any designs they had at any time handled. Then 
with my accurate description of John Doe, I might be able 






















to identify him to any person who was 

familiar with the designs with which 

Doe was so well acquainted. 

With renewed hope I went to work. I visited 
one dealer in tapestries and then another, right 
through the list I had secured. It was tiresome 

and discouraging work, calling on these men and showing 

my drawings and asking if they had ever handled tapestries 
in which such designs had been woven. One after another 
they gave negative replies, but I kept on. A detective's 
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success depends as much on leg work as brain work, and I 
knew I would accomplish nothing if I gave up the search. 
Finally I exhausted my list, and without learning anything 
that could be of possible help to me. 

Then I tried embroidery manufacturers, although with 
less hope of success, for the designs did not impress me as 
being just what are used in that line. 

“This one looks more like the wall-paper in my living- 
room," commented a Swiss embroidery manufacturer who 
had a factory in the outskirts of the city. He indicated one 
of the designs on a sheet of the paper I had shown him. 


AS hour later, with hope revived, I entered the office of a 
eee re manufacturer, and showed him the draw- 


ee Might be wall-paper designs,” he told me, after I had 
explained my errand, without telling the full truth. “But 
none of them are ours.” 

I was met with similar discouragements at other offices 
I visited. 

Then I went to Glens Falls, New Brunswick, and York, 
Pennsylvania, and called at wall-paper factories in each of 
these cities without learning anything important. 

More than a bit discouraged, I took a train and visited 
another factory, which for certain reasons shall not be 
named. 


“Have you any papers con- 
taining any of these de- 
signs?” I asked the super- 


think of it, he showed up here once since then and worked 
a few weeks. Then he left to go over near Landisville, 
Pennsylvania, where he intended to live the life of a recluse 
or hermit in the woods. At least, that’s what he told me. 
We've never heard of him since.” 

I then cut the interview short, and started for Landis- 
ville. 

This is a small town, and I did not have any difficulty 
in locating various individuals who had known Rankin. A 
stranger appearing in a small town like that is always the 
subject of speculation. And Rankin had attracted more 
than the usual amount of attention by reason of his eccen- 
tricities. Í learned that he had built a shack in the woods, 
not a great distance from a camp- grounds. He 
seemed to have money sufficient for his needs, as he fre- 
quently came to town and purchased such groceries and 
other supplies as he required. He occasionally helped neigh- 
boring farmers with their work, when they were short- 
handed, and invariably refused to accept any pay for his 
services. It was the general impression that he was slightly 
demented, although he was well-liked by all who knew him. 
After learning that he worked for the farmers and re- 
fused wages, I promptly voted him crazy, without appeal. 
No one knew anything of his family. 

I visited the shack in which he had lived—or what was 
left of it. The door hung 
on one hinge, and despite the 
fact that it was unpainted 
and weather-beaten, I could 


intendent, after but few pre- 
liminary remarks. 

He took the drawings and 
scanned them carefully. 

“No-o. Nothing exactly 
like any of these,” he finally 
replied very slowly and de- 
liberately. “But we have 
several designs of this gen- 
eral style.” 

He was a man who knew 
his business and seemed to 
take real pleasure in talking 
about it. I permitted him to 
talk, hoping against hope 
that he would say something 
that might be of real inter- 
est to me. I was beginning 
to tire when he electrified 
me by remarking in a most 
matter-of-fact manner: “This 
is Henry Rankin’s work. 
He's crazy as a loon, you 
know, but a wonderful de- 
signer of wall-paper patterns. 
He has fantastic ideas and 
makes dreamy, weird sketch- 
es. No sane man could have 
the ideas he has, nor inter- 
pret them as he does. He 
has worked for us several 
times, always leaving sud- 
denly and for no reason at 
all. He’s crazy—no less.” 


HERE is he now?” I 
asked, fearful’ that he 
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offers the most intelligent, construc- 
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Three awards will be made 
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see where he had left evi- 
dences of his craft, for the 
door was covered with 
scrolls, arcs, angles, and lines, 
all combined in designs that 
I cannot undertake to de- 
scribe. There seemed to be 
something supernatural or 
uncanny about them. I was 
sure I was on the right trail, 
for the description given me 
by the natives—tall, lean, 
easy-spoken, light hair, and 
blue eyes—fitted John Doe to 
perfection. 

It was a mystery to me how 
such a kindly, likeable crea- 
ture could be a bank robber 
and a murderer. But I had ` 
to be convinced that such was 


Going over his description, 
as I knew him, and compar- 
ing it with the one given by 
his former neighbors, I sud- 
denly realized that it fitted 
the description printed on a 
circular sent broadcast by a 
Western bank a year or so 
earlier. The man the bank 
wanted had entered their 
building, stuck up the paying 
teller, and escaped with a 
large amount of cash. A 
reward was offered for his 
arrest, with an additional 


would tell me he was with 
some other factory and thereby prove that Rankin was not 
John Doe. 

“T have no idea," he answered. And I felt as if I had 
been relieved of a heavy weight." “One of our officials, re- 
turning from the Coast a year or so ago, met him by chance 
on a train as it pulled out of Kansas City. But, come to 


amount in the event the 

stolen money was recovered and returned to its owners. 

Could it be possible that the police of a large city were 

holding in jail a man for whom the police of the entire 
country were searching, and not be aware of the fact? 

I thought so, and determined to play the string out to the 

end, now with the hope of securing (Continued on page118) 
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It you really knew about Princess Par 
powder youd surely try it 


HERE WE SHALL TRY TO GIVE THE FACTS. READ CAREFULLY— AND SEND FOR SAMPLE. 


the first place, Princess Pat is the only face 
powder that contains Almond. Your accus- 
tomed powders likely have a base of starch. 


This change of base in Princess Pat makes a 
completely different powder. Almond makes a 
more clinging, powder than can possibly be 
obtained with starch as a base. 


So point one in favor of Princess Pat is that it 
stays on longer. Every woman will appreciate 
this advantage. 


Almond makes Princess Pat a softer powder 
than can be produced with any other base. 
The softer a powder, the better its application. 


So point two in favor of Princess Pat is that it 
can be applied more smoothly, assuring the 
peculiarly soft, velvety tone and texture which 
definitely establishes Princess Pat as the choice 
of ultra fashionable women everywhere. 


A decidiga factor in choosing powder is 
perfume. Will you like Princess Pat—an orig- 
inal fragrance? Yes. For it steals upon the 
senses subtly, elusively. Its appeal is to 
delicacy, to the appreciation of finer things. It 
is sheer beauty, haunting wistfulness expressed 
in perfume. 


So point three in favor of Princess Pat is ver- 


fume of such universal charm that every woman 
is enraptured. 


Even beyond all these advantages, Princess 
Pat possesses a special virtue which should 
make every woman choose Princess Pat as her 
only powder, 


For Princess Pat Powder is good for the skin. 
Not merely harmless, mind you, but beneficial! 
And once again the Almond in Princess Pat is 
to be credited—the Almond found in no other 
face powder. 


You know how confidently you depend upon 
Almond in lotions and creams, how it soothes 
and beautifics, keeping the skin soft, pliant 
and naturally lovely. 


Almond in Princess Pat Face Powder has the 
selfsame properties. Fancy that! Instead of 
drying out your skin when you powder, you 
actually improve it. Constant use of Princess 
Pat Powder is one of the very best ways to 
correct and prevent coarse pores, blackheads 
and roughened skin texture. 


Princess Pat has been called "the powder 
your skin loves to feel.” It is a most apt 
description; for the soft, velvety texture of 
Princess Pat és delightful—and défferent. 


“Prin CESS Pat 


PRINCESS PAT, LTD., CHICAGO, U. S. A. 


Princess Pat Ice Astringent is a splendid powder base cream. It vanishes instantly, 
cools and refreshes the skin and keeps the pores of normal size. You can try this 
cream on the same plan as Powder. It must delight you, or your money will be returned. 


And now, if you have read carefully, learned 
the unusual advantages of Princess Pat, and 
still do not send for a sample! But why go on? 


It is much more likely that you will want to 
go at once to your favorite toilette goods 
counter and secure a box of Princess Pat Almond 
Base Powder. If you do, and then are not more 
than delighted, your dealer is fully authorized 
by us to return the full purchase price. 


Get This Week End Set! 
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is offered ei a limited time for this coupon and 
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tains easily a month's supply of Almond Base 
Powder and SIX other Princess Pat prepara- 
tions, including perfume. Packed in a beautifully 
decorated boudoir box. Please act promptly. 
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She Fell Among Thieves 


(Continued from page 53) 


between us; he held me too close. There 
was a ruthless something in his unyielding 
arms. “You don't understand," I pro- 
tested. 

“I understand this much,” he said, “and 
its quite enough for me! You're the 
most adorable thing I've ever met.” "That 
mad light I had seen before flared in his 
yellow eyes. 

I excused myself from the party, plead- 
ing a headache, and fled to my room. 


Aue MARY let me use her car next 
afternoon. "You're looking seedy, 
and I can't have that," she said. "Perhaps 
you're not getting out enough." 

I drove out on a paved road that led 
west to the foothills. It was a wonderful 
day, cold but sunny, brilliantly blue in the 
depths of the sky, dazzlingly white where 
the snow lay in patches against the brown 
of the rolling hills. 

The motor hummed with power, and 
soon the speedometer showed an illegal 
forty-five. But I did not care. I swung 
around the few cars ahead of me and 
kept on. Abruptly the car was difficult 
to steer; it pulled to the left, lurched. A 
tire had gone flat with the sudden sicken- 
ing finality a balloon tire has of doing 
such things. 

I said "Damn!" and pulled over to the 
side of the road. I had never changed a 
tire in my life, and I wasn't exactly thrilled 
over the prospect I faced. I walked 
around to the rear oí the car and began to 
tinker with the spare. 

“Trouble?” inquired a cool, crisp voice. 
A roadster—a rather disreputable-looking 
roadster—pulled up alongside of me, and 
a man with well-poised head and straight, 
gazing gray eyes leaned over the wheel. It 
was the man of the hotel lounge! I had 
some difficulty in making my voice sound 
not too glad. I did not ask myself then 
how it happened that he was so close to 
my car in this out-of-the-way section. If 
I had 

“A very flat tire,” I toid him, “awfully 
flat.” 

His eyes traveled swiftly over Aunt 
Mary's heavy, shining car. They took in, 
I felt, every detail of my appearance; 
then: “Perhaps I can do something about 
it," he said. 

In a very short time the tire was 
changed, and he was wiping his hands on a 
clean handkerchief he drew from his 
pocket. I wanted him to say something— 
to stay there a little while. I wanted that 
so much I think if I had had a hatpin I 
would have punctured another tire. Lack- 
ing that 

“Thanks a lot," I said. 
my life." 

He grinned, and I liked the way his 
eyes crinkled up at the corners; I liked 
the way his dark eyebrows almost met, 
then winged their way to his temples; I 
liked the lean, strong line of his jaw and 
the firm, straight mouth of him. 


“T STRIVE to please" he answered; 
*and I'm mighty glad I happened along 
in time—to save your life." 
*So am I!" 
For. a fraction of a second the smile 
left his eyes, and he gave me a level look. 








"You've saved 


"I saw you in the Metropolitan lounge 
yesterday. Remember ? You dropped 
your bag." 

“Yes?” 

“Yes!” He paused as though weighing 
something in his mind; then: "Nice 
place, the Metropolitan. Would you think 
me awfully cheeky if I asked you to have 
tea with me there one day soon—and dance 
awhile?” 

I hesitated. I wanted awfully to say 
Id go. I wanted like everything to know 
him better, but a girl does not make dates 
with strange men on country roads—not 
if she has any sense, she doesn't! 

"Look here," he said, "I'm not asking 
you to do such an awfully unconventional 
thing, you know. I'm pretty sure I've met 
the lady you were with yesterday." 

"Aunt Mary?" 

He gave me a long, speculative look. 
"Your aunt?" 

"She does look young enough to be my 
sister, doesn't she? But it's funny she 
didnt speak to you yesterday." 

"Not so very," he said slowly, and I 
thought there was a guarded something in 
his manner, though his eyes still held a 
friendly smile. “Our meeting may have 
made no impression on her, but I remember 
her quite well. So that will put our party 
on a conventional basis, eh? Perhaps later 
I can renew my acquaintance with your 
—aunt. How about it?" 

I met him at thesMetropolitan two days 
later and had a wonderful time. His name 
was Jewett, he told me. “Just Tom to 
people who like me!” 

And I did like him, liked him much 
more than I admitted to myselí—then. 
He was jolly and interesting and, in his 
way, quite as fast a worker as Jackie. 
But it was such a different way, such a 
nice way, though there was something re- 
served and guarded in his manner, some- 
thing behind his friendly exterior that was 
keenly alert, quietly relentless. 

About a week later he telephoned and 
asked me to have dinner with him and zo 
to the theater. He called for me at Aunt 
Mary's apartment, and seemed oddly re- 
lieved that she was not home, Just as the 
elevator let us out into the foyer of the 
apartment building, Jackie Moore entered 


the door. He was returning from one of 
the out-of-town trips he so frequently 
made. 


ACKIE was ugly when I introduced him 

to Tom Jewett, curt. "How do you 
do?" he said stiffly, then to me when I had 
told him our plans for the evening: “Doc- 
tor's orders, I suppose? Plenty of rest and 
all that," and he sneered. 

“Pleasant chap, your friend,” remarked 
Tom Jewett as our taxi started away. 

I forgot, in the days that followed, that 
I had ever been ill. I was so interested 
in Tom Jewett that I could not think of 
anything else. He puzzled me. I íelt— 
the way he looked at me, the tone oí his 
voice—made me sure he liked me rather 
well; yet never for a moment did he lose 
that guarded something in his manner. 
And he never came to the house after that 
one time, though I saw him as often as 


(Continued on page 68) 





Gives Your Hair 
Extreme Loveliness 
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Makes Modern Styles of Hair Dress Most Attractive 


Brings Out All the Natural Life, Wave and Lustre. 
Gives that Wonderful Gloss and Silky Sheen which 


makes Your Hair so much admired. 


HE simplicity of the bob, and the 
modern styles of hair dress, make 
beautiful hair a necessity. 

The simple, modern styles of today are 
effective ONLY when the hair itself is 
beautiful. 

Luckily, beautiful hair is now easily ob- 
tained. It is simply a matter of shampooing. 

Proper shampooing makes it soft and 
silky. It brings out all the real life and 
lustre, all the natural wave and color and 
leaves it fresh-looking, glossy and bright. 

Proper shampooing, however, means more 
than just washing your hair—it means thor- 
ough cleansing. 

The hair and scalp are constantly secret- 
ing oily, gummy substances, which catch the 
dust and dirt and cause the hair to become 
coated. This coating dulls the hair and there- 
fore hides its life and lustre. It covers the 
natural color and beauty of the hair and pre- 





MULSIFIED COCOANUT 


vents it from showing.To 
have beautiful hair you 
must prevent this coat- 
ing from accumulating. 

This cannot be done 
with ordinary soaps not 
adapted for the purpose. 
Besides, the hair cannot 
stand the harsh effect of 
free alkali which is common in ordinary 
soaps. The free alkali soon dries the scalp, 
makes the hair brittle and ruins it. 

That is why thousands of women, every- 
where, now use Mulsified cocoanut oil sham- 
poo. This clear, pure and entirely greaseless 
iones brings out all the real beauty of the 
hair and cannot possibly injure. It does not 
dry the scalp or make the hair brittle, no 
matter how often you use it. 


A Simple, Easy Method 


F you want to see who really beautiful 
you can make your hair look, just follow 
this simple method. 

First, wet the hair and scalp in clear, warm 
water. Then apply a little Mulsified cocoa- 
nut oil shampoo, rubbing 
it in thoroughly all over 
the scalp, and all through | 
the hair. 


Two or three teaspoon- 
fuls will make an abun- INSURANCE. 
dance of rich, creamy l 
lather. This should be rub- | 
bed in thoroughly and | 44¢7¢ss—----— 
briskly with the fingertips, | City or Town 
so as to loosen the dandruff I 


and small particles of dust 





and dirt that stick to the 
scalp. 

After rubbing in the rich, 
creamy Mulsified lather, give 
the hair a good rinsing. Then 
use another application of 
Mulsified, again working up 
a lather and rubbing it in 
briskly as before. 

. After the final washing, 
rinse the hair and scalp in at 
least two changes of clear, 
fresh, warm water. This is 
very important. 


Just Notice the Difference 


you will notice the difference in your 
hair even before it is dry, for it will be 
delightfully soft and silky. 


If you want beautiful, well-kept hair, make 
it a rule to set a certain day each week for 
a Mulsified cocoanut oil shampoo. This regu- 
lar weekly shampooing will keep the scalp 
soft and the hair fine and silky, bright, 
glossy, fresh-looking and easy to manage— 
and it will be noticed and admired by every- 
one. 


You can get Mulsified cocoanut oil 
shampoo at any drug store or toilet goods 
counter, anywhere in the world. A 4-ounce 
bottle should last for months. 


— — — — — — — — ey 


Mail This Coupon and Try it FREE 
THE R. L. WATKINS COMPANY 
1276 West 3rd Street, Cleveland, Ohio 


Please send me a generous supply of "Mulsified" FREE, all charges 
paid. Also your booklet entitled "Why Proper Shampooing is BEAUTY 


27-M-16 | 
l 
l 
l 
l 
l 
|] 


a ——— ——— e 2 Iaa 
In Canada address, THE R. L. WATKINS CO., 462 Wellington St., West, Toronto, 2-Ont. 
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SHAMPOO 
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I could get away from Aunt Mary and 
the watchful Jackie. 

Then came that last day. I had been 
down-town doing some shopping for Auat 
Mary, and I came upon Tom unexpectedly 
in a department store. He brought me 
home in his old roadster. 

Tom was silent during the drive home, 
abstracted. And I was too happy just 
being with him to try to talk, because I 
was thinking of the glad, flashing look he 
had given me in the store before he re- 
membered to put on his mask of reserve. 

We came to a slow stop before my 
building, and I waited for him to open the 
car door; but he sat perfectly still, silent. 
Then he leaned toward me with a sudden 
swoop, his face close, close. 

“I wish to God I could be sure," he said 
tensely, —"I wish to God I had never met 
€. 

I waited. In an instant, I knew, he 
would kiss me, and I wanted him to, oh, 
I wanted him to! But the instant passed, 
and he was politely helping me out of the 
car, politely smiling a grim, tight smile 
of farewell. And Jackie Moore was wait- 
ing for me in the apartment-house entrance, 
down-stairs. 

“The peach," his voice burned like acid, 
his yellow eyes flared, "is evidently not 
out of everyone's reach." His right hand 
suddenly slipped into his coat pocket, and 
I suddenly remembered the blue automatic 
I had seen him put into that pocket a few 
evenings ago. 

When we reached Aunt Mary's apart- 
ment she called to us from her bedroom, 
where she was frantically throwing things 
into a traveling bag. "Jackie," she said, a 
hysterical note in her voice, "Holden's 
killed himself.” 





I Don't Worry any more about my skin 
—-and it isn't any secret why! 

oo tu 
A Wonderful ointment I found cleared 
my face of any eruptions almost as fast as 
they appeared. It has ended soreness after 
shaving, and those cuts that didn’t use to 


heal. 

a fg ft | 
For Feet that burn, eczema or itching any- 
where, there's nothing like Pyramid oint- 


ment! 
adgg 


The Most Soothing and sensible thing 
to do for a score of skin disorders.” 
gacdg 

Free to prove the wonders of Pyramid 
ointment: a generous trial package, post- 
paid. (Real relief for all eruptions; boils, 
and even piles.) Every druggist sells it, for 
sixty cents, Or for free sample, write 
PYRAMID, Dept. 503, Marshall, Mich. 


CANS TUBES 


“PYRAMID: 
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GIRLS WANTED 


For the Stage 
For the Movies | 


World's Foremost 
Ballet Master 
Trains You at Home 


Hundreds of ambitious girls and boys, 
men and women have been started on 
the road to fame and fortune this new 
easy way. Let Veronine Vestoff, for- 
mer solo-danseur with Pavlowa, train 
you in your spare time at home for a 
" glorious career in classic Dancing. 
ey, Wouldn't YOU like to be a star on the 
stage—or carn a ha me income as a 

teacher of Dancing? In just a few 
short weeks you can learn Ballet, 
Classical, Eccentric, Greek, 


Interpretative, Orienta] ff 


| Vests 


ACKIE stood tense, 
“How do you know?” 

“Its in the evening paper." 

*Hell!" said Jackie Moore. 

I am not particularly dull, but things 
moved too rapidly during the next two 
hours for me to think. I merely did as 
I was told. Otherwise 

It was nearly eight that evening when I 
returned to Aunt Mary's apartment, aíter 
I had taken her and the Wades—Jackie's 
sister and brother-in-law—to a bus station 
in Aunt Mary's car. Jackie had left the 
apartment shortly after Aunt Mary's 
startling announcement. 

I leít the car at the curb, intending to 
phone the garage man later to come and 


vibrantly alert. 








Master | 85! it. I was dazed. I scarcely knew 
tt | oftheDance | what to do. For all her nervous haste, 
R^ RNC Leading stage dancers and suc. | Munt Mary had been very emphatic about 





i cessful dancing teachers owe 
their success to Vestoff's exclusive method 
—among them Betsy Rees, premiere 
danseuse of the Keith-Albee rpheum 
Circuit, Dolores Gardner, motion picture 
star, and many others. 

You too can acquire professional technique 
at home through Vestoff's wonderful Mo- 
tion Picture Method. 


one thing. I was to return to the apart- 
ment and stay there until I heard from 
her. I was not to leave the place under 
any circumstances. And the events of the 
preceding two hours had made the apart- 
ment the last place in the world I wanted 
to stay. 

I took off my wraps and began to 
straighten the living-room's disorder. Then 
it occurred to me to find the evening paper 
and see who this Holden was, and why he 
had committed suicide. But I could not 
find the evening paper. I looked every- 
where. Finally I switched on the lights 
in Aunt Mary's bedroom. Perhaps in 
there—— 

In there, on the floor beneath a window, 


BOOK 
pecial Offer NOW 
just send coupon or write for Vestoff's 

autiful, illustrated booklet on dancing. 
ight now a wonderful offer is open to a 
few new students. Rush name and address. 
V. VESTOFF ACADÉMIE DE DANSE 
100 West 72nd St., Dept. 64, New York, N. Y. 


Veronine Vestoff Academie de D; > 
100 W. 72nd St. New York, No Yo aae Dept. 64 


Dear M. Vestoff:—Ph end me FR your beauti book- 
leton lasci cu Stage Dancing with delal s of C offer 


ew new stu 
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with the heavy, brocaded curtains bellying 
gently in the keen, January wind, I found 
not the evening paper, but the still form 
of Tom Jewett. What did this mean? 

For a space I was so terrified I could 
not move. What—what did it mean? Was 
he—dead? So terribly still and white ne 
lay there that at first I could think only 
that. But the thought was too dreadful! 
I knelt on the rug beside him, touched his 
outflung hand. Faintly warm, that hand 
was. Taking courage, | felt for his pulse, 
felt—waited—then breathed a thankful 
prayer for its slow beating. 

I did not stop then to wonder why he 
had come, how he happened to be as he 
was. I knew only that I must do some- 
thing for him quickly. I was so horribly 
afraid he might die. 

After minutes that seemed hours, a doc- 
tor finally came in answer to my telephoned 
summons—a coldly professional man—who 
asked many questions, who had me help 
him get Tom onto Aunt Mary's bed, who 
sent me to the bathroom for hot water, who 
made me hand him things out of his bag. 


WAS in such a state of bewildered ter- 

ror, what with Aunt Mary and her sud- 
den departure, and the shock of finding 
Tom in her bedroom, that I moved about 
like an automaton, only dimly aware of 
what I was doing. And in my head two 
questions were clanging like the deep note 
of a great bell: What had brought Tom 
here? What had happened to him? 

The doctor's voice.came to me as through 
a fog. He was putting a dressing on 
Tom's shoulder. “Keep this wet with a 
hot boric solution. He'll be all right soon. 
Nasty bump on his head, along with the 
rest, but he's coming around. And now 
that you are calmer, Mrs. I didn't get 
the name." 

Mrs.? What made him  think—— 
“Hunter,” I murmured my own name. 

"Ah, thanks. Just how'"—his manner 
was most professional—"did this happen to 
your husband?” 

How, indeed? And why did he call Tom 
my husband? I had not said he was— 
surely I hadn't! But if his taking for 
granted that under the circumstances Tom 
must be my husband—ií his thinking that 
would protect Tom even for a little 
while—— 

I felt faint and groped for a chair. 
This was getting beyond me. I was afraid 
to tell the truth. There was so much— 
Aunt Mary's queer departure, Tom's un- 
explainable presence—that I felt could be 
interpreted one sinister way that I dare 
not tell the truth! "The doctor was look- 
ing at me suspiciously. 

"What happened to your husband?" he 
asked again. 

"He—he fell." 

“I know that, but his shoulder? 
was that wounded?” 

I had to tell him something—something 
that would not involve Tom! What should 
I say? What could I say that would not 
send the doctor hurrying out for the po- 
lice? 

"[—" I could hardly force the words 
out of my dry mouth, “—I—we quarreled. 
He—he has such a dreadful temper, and 
he had a gun—I was aíraid—I tried to 
get the gun away from him, and in the 
struggle for it—I—I shot——" 





How 


“You him!" echoed 
“May I see that gun?” 

Why did he want to see it? Why did 
his eyes travel so swiftly around the bed- 
room, linger at the open window with its 
heavy, brocaded curtains still bellying 
gently in the January wind? There was 
a fire-escape beyond that window. Could 
the doctor know that? 


shot the doctor. 


PA AY I see it?" repeated the doctor. 
"See it?" my head was swimming. 
“Why, doctor?” 

“Merely.to satisfy my own personal cu- 
riosity," he drawled. “I certainly crave 
to see the pistol that can inflict a knife 
wound." 

I knew I had done it then. I knew that 
as soon as he left me that doctor. would 
notify the police. I followed him to the 
door, listened heedlessly to his instruc- 
tions, and simply ached until I bolted the 
door behind him. "Then k 

Then the telephone rang, rang with the 
dry menace of a rattlesnake's warning. 
But I answered it. I was afraid not to. 

“Ann!” It was Jackie. Urgency and 
command were in his voice, “I'm at"—he 
named a down-town club—"get your aunt's 





car aud meet me here right away! I'll be 
waiting outside for you.” 
"I—I can't! Aunt Mary told me——" 


“You'll come," the menace in his voice 
made my blood run cold, "or I'll come and 
get you!" 

He would come, I knew. He would 
find Tom, wounded, helpless—I thought of 
the car at the curb, and it meant escape, 
if I could only get Tom into it, get him 
away somewhere—perhaps to the camp in 
the hills —— 

I ran to Aunt Mary's bedroom. Tom 
was sitting on the side of the bed, gin- 
gerly feeling his wounded shoulder. 

“Well,” he remarked grimly as he caught 
sight of me, “your gang certainly did their 
damnedest by me!” 

"Gang ?" 

"Don't you think," his lips twisted into 
a bitter smile, "it is about time you dropped 
that ingénue pose of yours?" 

“I—I don't understand M 

“Applesauce! Your aunt and her friends 
belong to a ring of international crooks. 
Suppose you didn't know that, eh? Your 
aunt's pretty well known to the European 
police, but the secret service here never 
bothered about her until gold began to be 
missed from the mint—and no trace of it 
found. Then—well, it's too long a story 
to go into now, but this afternoon a mint 
employee, a lame, queer duck, was caught 
slipping out with some bars of gold in his 
clothes." 





A lame man! I recalled the lame man 
who had come out of that suburban drug- 
store the night Aunt Mary had said she 
must telephone. I remembered the pack- 
age she carried, the way the lame man 
had looked at us. . 


“THIS afternoon,” Bill was still talking 
with that twisted smile on his lips, 
"that lame chap, Holden his name was, 
killed himself. But before he died he con- 
fessed what I've suspected for quite a long 
time 
He paused and looked around that lovely 
bedroom. 
"What? What?" I cried. 
"That your aunt was mixed up in it. 
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Pay Nothing 











that will amaze you. 


RAY hair is proved 
unnecessary. Atlast 
a way to end it is found 
that specialists and doc- 
tors vouch is absolutely 
safe. A way that removes 
the faded streaks and 
brings back original shade 
to the grayest parts; that 
makes the hair live look- 
ing and lustrous, youthful 
and gleaming; that does 
not make the hair diffi- 
cult to wave—that are not 
noticeable as are crude dyes. 


A test is offered you here to prove 
it. Many Broadway stars will risk no 
other way—also 2,000,000 women. And 
all agree it is modern beauty science’s 
most amazing invention. Simply send 
the coupon or go to nearest druggist. 


The simplest way—also safest 


Hair fades and turns gray when nat- 
ural color pigment is lacking. So sci- 
ence by a clinical laboratory method 
supplies a liquid containing certain 
necessary elements that take its place 
—hence gives natural shade. The for- 
mula is called Mary T. Goldman's 
Hair Color Restorer after its woman 
discoverer. 


Simply dampen a comb in this amazing 
liquid—clear and colorless as water—then 
run it through the hair. That's all. In 10 
minutes you are through. 


Touch only certain parts or the entire head, 
it makes no difference, You can almost see 
the natural color creep back, so quickly does 
it do its work. Streaks disappear... gray 
vanishes, 

If auburn, your hair reverts to auburn. If 
black, black it will be. Tests under observa- 
tion of world’s scientists prove this true. 

No need now for crude, messy dyes judged 
dangerous to hair. They are noticed by your 
friends, This way defies detection. Nothing 
to wash or rub off. 


Test it free 


You'll be amazed and delighted at what this 
scientific way will do. Please test it free by 
sending coupon for free test. I will send you a 
free sample of Mary T. Goldman's Hair Color 


Sarg, Goldmang 
Hair Color Restorer 


Used by Over 3,000,000 Women 


GRAY HAIR 


I bring back sparkling color—youth- 
ful lustre. Fading disappears and in 
its place is a glorious head of hair 
that makes you look years younger. 
Send coupon below for a free test 


1—yYou try it first on a 
single lock of your hair 
to see what it does. Thus 
have no fear of results. 
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2—Then simply 
comb this water- 
likeliquid through 
your hair. Clean 
. o. » Safe. Takes 
7 or 8 minutes. 


3— Arrange hair 
and watch color 
gradually creep 
back. Restoration 
will be perfect 
and complete. 


Restorer. You snip off a single lock of your 
hair and try it first on that. You see exactly 
what results will be. Thus take no chances. 
Which is the safe thing to dc. 


Or go to your nearest drug store and get a 
bottle. A few cents’ worth is sufficient to restore 
your hair completely. If not delighted your 
money will be returned, Do not delay. 


FREE TEST 


MARY T. GOLDMAN, 

1300-D Goldman Bldg., St. Paul, Minn. 
Please send your patented Free Trial 
Outfit. X shows color of hair. Black...... 
dark brown. auburn 
(dark red)....light brown...light auburn 
(light red)..,...blonde...... 


BUT OO tax...n<..o-cseicocerraercsnturserscegnssoosassessennesssesseesoeene 


H 
1 


OIM ZEE E REM — 
Please print your name and address 


—— 





' "3 
THANKS FROM THE 
STOMACH! 


“Hearty eaters! Hard smokers! Tho 
distress you fear after forty will not 
appear—or if it should, ean be dis- 
pelled in about a minute. Thou- 
sands of grateful men—and women 
—can tell you about Stuart tablets. 

It is acid condition that makes a stom- 
ach finicky. And a little alkali makes it 
all serene, Take it in harmless, pleasant 
form; a Stuart tablet, Worth trying! A 
sweet stomach for twenty-five cents, 


Free BOX Now 
Get a pocket metal box of Stuart’s tab- 
lets for a quarter—keep it filled from the 
big 60c size. Sold in every drugstore, or 
full box free; write F. A. Stuart Co.. 
Dep't 629, Marshall, Mich, 


STUART'S 


DYSPEPSIA TABLETS 








GRAY HAIR 


IS NOT NECESSARY 
Wm. J. Brandt’s 
Liquid 


EAU DE 
HENNA 


Hair Color 


Restorer 




















will cover gray hair in 10 to 30 minutes so that you 
would not know it ever was gray. It is liquid. 
One application with a toothbrush does it. No 
pack. No mess. 

You get the natural color. 
your hair has been dyed. 
trous—no dead 
a uniform color. 


ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON 


Tt will not rub off. It stays on several months. 
Shampooing, sea bathing, sun, permanent waving, 
curling or straightening iron—nothing takes it off. 

You can cover any gray no matter how stub- 
born or how caused. It also takes at the roots. 


Wonderful For Touching Up 


You can put it on just where needed. Can be 
used over other dyes or where powdered hennas 
have been used. Does not break the hair. 
not interfere with permanent waving. 

Full directions in each box in English and Span- 
ish. Colors: Black, Dark Brown, Medium Brown, 
Light Brown, Drab, Blond, Auburn (in ordering 
please state color desired). Price $2.50, C. O. D. $2.77. 
Order through your department store, druggist or 
Beauty Parlor or from us. Give full local address. 


HAIR SPECIALTY CO. 
Dept. 224-D, 112 East 23rd St., NewYork 


Men as well as women can use Eau de Henna to 
advantage. 


No one will suspect 
Leaves it soft and lus- 
color—no streaks—no spots—just 
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She was taking the stu and disposing of 
it, you see. That's why j 

A blinding flash of thought penetrated 
my consciousness. “That is why,” the 
realization made me sick, “you pretended 
to be fond of me! So you could trap 
Aunt Mary——” 

“I did not pretend,” said Tom Jewett 
quietly, his eyes hard with suffering and 
bitterness. “That’s the hell of it! I love 
you in spite of what I think you!—in spite 
of myself But my job must be done, 
no matter what.” 

No matter. Nothing mattered! 

“Aunt Mary,” I said, “got away. 
Jackie M 

“The one who calls himself Moore? 
He has quite a few names, you know, 
and many—accomplishments. Counterfeit- 
ing d 

“One side, Ann!” Jackie leaped through 
the bedroom window from the fire-escape, 
his automatic in his hand. “This,” his 
voice was cool as his hand was steady, 
"this, Mr. Jewett of the secret service, 
will prove more «ffective than my knife— 
I hope!” 

Tom hadn't a chance, not a ghost of a 
chance!  Jackie's yellow eyes behind his 
thick glasses flared as would the yellow 
eyes of wolves. It was murder—mur- 
der 

"Jackie," I screamed, “don't! For God's 
sake, don't A 

I threw myself in front of Tom. In 








And 














that instant, as he caught me to thrust me 
out of the way of harm, I saw the look 
in his eyes—wonder—trust 

Then Jackie's gun roared. 
pain burned in my side. 





A stinging 
Darkness. 


HE room was cool and quiet and white. 

Tom was there with two nurses and 
another man. I was almost sorry I had 
not died. Tom meant the law and I—I 
feared the law now! Well, it had to be 
faced. 

Tom was holding a legal-looking paper, 
his grave eyes regarded me anxiously. 

"Is that," I questioned, pointing to the 
paper, "a warrant?” 

His smile was shaky. “In a manner of 
speaking," he answered. "I have also the 
—er—shackles.” And he held up a shining 
circle that flashed with white brilliance. 

Then all at once the paper and ring 
were lying neglected on the counterpane, 
and Tom was leaning over the high, white 
bed that held me. His strong, firm hands 
caught both of mine. “My dear, my dear,” 
he whispered. 

I knew then I had reached the shining 
peaks of happiness, though the trail that 
led there had been so dark. 

Months later Tom told me that Aunt 
Mary and Jackie and the rest, all had been 
arrested. I never saw them again—and 
never want to. My life is complete, with 
Tom. 


The Mystery of the Missing Lover 


(Continued from page 31) 


less—with them, on or since December 18th, 
the day Amelia Clark gave the ten thou- 
sand dollars to Prime. Apparently no one 
had. 

I.now sent a follow-up letter asking 
whether anyone by the name of Harvey 
Prime or George Hughes had made any 
such deposit or investment since my last 
inquiry. 


N giving the description on this follow- 

up letter to the various financial institu- 
tions, this time I gave the description of 
Harvey Prime, but instead of giving black 
hair, I substituted red hair, which descrip- 
tion became practically that of George 
Hughes, both men being of the same size. 

Again I was disappointed. No man of 
that description could be identified by any 
of them. 

My case against George Hughes seemed 
crumbling. It began to look as though I 
had been on the wrong tack after all. I 
felt somewhat disheartened. But I would 
not despair until I had seen George Hughes’ 
handwriting. It was quite within the 
bounds of reason to assume that, if guilty, 
he had made some other disposition of the 
money. But I seemed to be making very 
little progress in the solution of the mys- 
tery of the missing lover. 

Harvey Prime seemed to have disap- 
peared from the face of the earth. There 
had been no results from our broadcasting, 
advertising, police routine work; and all 
other efforts to locate him had proven un- 
availing, so far. 

Wednesday was Christmas. I spent the 
greater part of the day at the office, giving 
mechanical attention to certain other mat- 


ters, but mentally reviewing the entire 
case of the missing lover. 
Try as I might, I could not dismiss 


George Hughes from my mind, nor my 
anxiety to get the hoped-for letter from 
him. 

On Friday morning the receiving teller 
of a small financial institution in West 
Baltimore, giving their name as The Has- 
tings Savings Bank, called me on the tele- 
phone. This concern was one that we had, 
through some inadvertence, missed calling 
on when we made the general canvass of 
the brokerage offices and banks. The teller 
had, however, received one of the follow- 
up letters that I had mailed out. 

He informed me that on December the 
nineteenth, Thursday, a man had deposited 
ten thousand dollars in the name of Mrs. 
C. Zuoalaga, stating that he would bring 
the lady’s signature on a card to the bank 
later—this being the custom there as in 
many other banks when funds were de- 
posited to the credit of an individual who 
was not present at the time. Several days 
later the card was received in the mail. 

Zuoalaga! That was the maiden name of 
Amelia Clark's stepmother, the mother of 
George Hughes. 


RESSED for a description of the man 

in question, the receiving teller remem- 
bered that he appeared to be short and 
somewhere around thirty or thirty-five, 
and had black hair and a black mustache. 
He could not recall the color of his eyes, 
definitely, but had the impression they 
were light. He looked foreign, the teller 
said, and had given the name of John 
Zuoalaga. 


George Hughes! There could be no 
doubt of it. 

As a general thing, when a case gets 
suddenly "hot," other coníusing clues be- 
gin to come in. But this time they seemed 
to be right in order, and to the one point, 
for, as I swung around in my desk chair, 
my young lady assistant handed me a let- 
ter from Mr. George Hughes, stating that 
in accordance with my request he would 
call at my office Saturday, December the 
twenty-eighth, at four o'clock in the aíter- 
noon. 

Very carefully I went over this letter. 
There were just a few lines, but I soon 
found certain characteristics in the slant- 
ing, almost Spencerian writing, that com- 
pared very favorably with the Harvey 
Prime letters, This specimen of George 
Hughes’ penmanship bore no resemblance 
whatever to the straggling name at the bot- 
tom of the photograph of Carmedes Zuoa- 
laga which Amelia Clark informed me had 
been written by George. I came to the 
conclusion that George Hughes was am- 
bidextrous. If he had written the Har- 
vey Prime letters, he had, no doubt, writ- 
ten them with his left hand for the pur- 
pose of disguising his penmanship. 

I copied George Hughes’ letter to me, 
with my left hand, which was rather a hard 
job. Then I copied the same letter with 
my right hand. Carefully comparing these 
two efforts of mine, I found, in the one 
I had written with my left hand, certain 
odd twists and little failures to complete 
certain letters which, it seemed fairly rea- 
sonable to assume, would occur in most any 
like attempt, irrespective of who made it. 





On goi 








g over carefully all the facts in 
my little case, the sum total was sufficient 
to send me over to Police Headquarters 
to see my friend, Captain Branden. After 
a short conference, I won him over, and 
we proceeded to lay the necessary plans. 

On Saturday afternoon Detective Ser- 
geant Harry Murch was again assigned 
to the case. He procured the warrant and 
reported at my office. 

We set the trap. 


CHAIR was placed behind the big 

screen which shut off from public 
view the little washstand and mirror in my 
office. Hughes’ letter stated that he would 
call at four o'clock. At three-forty-five 
Detective Murch took his seat behind the 
screen. 

We did not have long to wait. At three- 
fifty-five my stenographer brought in a 
neat little card: Mr. George E. Hughes. 

“Ask Mr. Hughes to come in, please,” I 
instructed the young woman. 

A dapper, somewhat showily dressed 
man in the early thirties entered the room 
briskly. He was short and had red, wavy 
hair and very light, bright gray eyes. Al- 
though he appeared much at ease, there was 
a faint trace of nervousness perceptible to 
me, as he fidgeted with his tie and ran his 
fingers around the edge of his wing collar. 

“Mr. George Hughes?” I asked. 

“The same, sir,” he replied airily. “I 
have come, at your request, to discuss the 
very strange disappearance of my sister's 
fiancé. It was entirely against my wishes 
that she reported this matter to the police, 
as it is not just what one would desire—to 
have one’s family affairs made public. I 
did not wish her to do it.” 

“Undoubtedly,” I replied. 
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"Besides," he continued, "there isn't a 
chance in the world of your finding Mr. 
Harvey Prime, and——” 

"Oh, isn't there?" I replied. "Well, I 
have every reason to think that I will find 
that gentleman." 


George Hughes gave an involuntary 
start, and eyed me cautiously. He was 
certainly taken by surprise. “I am aw- 


fully glad to hear it,” he said, trying to 
cover the nervousness in his voice. 

“Handwriting is an extremely curious 
thing, Mr. Hughes,” I said deliberately. 
“No matter how skilful a man may be, no 
matter how hard one may try, it is prac- 
tically impossible to completely disguise 
one’s writing—even if one be ambidex- 
trous and should make the attempt with his 
left hand. Now, in this letter of yours to 
me, for instance, there are certain charac- 
teristics which show that you wrote this 
with your right hand.” I picked up one of 
the Harvey Prime letters. “Yet in this 
letter, which was written with the left 
hand, it is remarkably strange—and signifi- 
cant—that those identical characteristics so 
very readily discernible in your letter to 
me, are—also very plainly visible in this 
letter, which is signed ‘Harvey Prime.” 

Hughes sprang to his feet. “I haven't 
the time to listen to a lecture on hand- 
writing," he declared, making an effort to 
keep cool “But, as long as you are on 
the case, go ahead and get Harvey Prime 
—if you can—and tell me when you get 
him." 





“QURE!” I said promptly. "I'll tell you 
right now that I have him!" 

"Indeed " Hughes replied, paling to 
a sickly yellow. 

"Sit down, Mr. George Hughes, alias 
Harvey Prime, you are under arrest !" 

Hughes sank into the chair—slumped 
into it. All the bluff and bluster were 
gone. 

"Hughes, it certainly was a rotten trick 
you played on that poor woman. You 
made love to her, knowing that her loyalty, 
her devotion to the memory even of a 
fake lover, would remain true. You con- 
spired with your mother, Carmedes Zuoa- 





laga—who is equally guilty with you, and 
for whom we also have a warrant for 
arrest." 


Hughes had regained some of his com- 
posure. It was evident that he did not 
know that we had all the goods on him. 
He pulled himself together. 


"Oh, all right!" he said with a sneer. 
“But the thing was not in violation of the 
law. You can't prosecute me for making 
love to a woman, you know !" 

"No, Hughes," I said slowly, "but we 
can for obtaining money under false pre- 
tences. That is the charge—a criminal 
one, at that. You obtained ten thousand 
dollars from your stepsister, Amelia Clark, 
with the understanding that you were to 
invest it, and, by so doing, to double, per- 
haps triple, her money. You then deposited 
that sum of money in the name of your 
mother, Carmedes Zuoalaga, in The Has- 
tings Savings Bank, on December the nine- 
teenth, wearing a disguise and giving the 
name of John Zuoalaga. Thus, under mis- 
representations, with intent to defraud, you 
treacherously obtained the woman's little 
fortune—to be used by you and your 
mother at will. And you felt quite safe, 
knowing that Amelia Clark would never 
believe that her ‘lover’ had defrauded her." 
I paused, then called out suddenly, “De- 
tective Murch, you may have your pris- 
oner !” 

Detective Murch stepped quickly from 
behind the screen. 

Hughes sprang to his feet as he reached 
for his gun. There was a quick flash—a 
deafening report—but Murch had dropped 
to the floor justifi time, and the shot went 
wild. 

My fist caught Hughes squarely on the 
point of the jaw and down he crashed, 
falling backwards over his chair. 


Instantly we were upon him. I wrenched 
the smoking gun from his hand while 
Murch snapped on the selí-locking hand- 
cuffs. 

After that there was no mystery of the 
missing lover, for we had him where he 
would not be missed for some time to 
come. 


Whispering Gloves 


(Continued from page 59) 


done. She knew none of Miller's 
friends, and possessed no portrait of him, 
she told me. Then I left. In the guise 
of an art student and possessed of real 
ability to paint, my man was equipped 
to go anywhere without exciting sus- 
picion—particularly at the museums—and 
had the knowledge to spot the more val- 
uable things when planning a burglary. 
I was up against a crook of the cleverest 
type. 

I entertained no doubt that it had been 
in his guise of art student that he had fa- 
miliarized himself with Lightneur's place. 
In a matter of minutes I had Doctor 
Samuels on the telephone. Yes, he knew 
an art student named Gregory Miller—íre- 
quently painted at the museum. Miller 
had come there some months before with 
credentials from a Boston art school (no 
doubt forged, I guessed). Yes, Miller had 
been at the museum the day before. He 
had been copying the very Gérôme which 


had been stolen. The professor had talked 
with him in the afternoon, while he was 
at work. No, he had not seen him leave. 

"But surely," came from the other end of 
the line, “you don't suspect young Miller 
of being concerned in this ?" 

"Not at all. But I'm anxious to talk 
with him and the other students to learn 
if they noted anything suspicious in the 
actions of any visitors. Was there any 
student with whom Miller was on intimate 
terms ?" 

"He wasn't intimate with anyone; seemed 
rather bashful. But he was rather friendly 
with a Chester Smythe. They had similar 
tastes and usually copied the same pic- 
tures. He is here in the office now. He 
always comes early so as to work all day. 
I was just telling him I couldn't let him 
in for a few days because of the robbery. 
IIl ask him if he knows where you can 
locate Miller." 

“Just a minute." 


I realized how sorely I was pressed for 
time. I thought I was on the right road 
and might win out, with luck. But I fig- 
ured I had only about two hours before 
some of the through trains from the two 
big terminals of the city would be on their 
way. And from one of those terminals I 
felt certain the thief would leave. 

"Im in a fearful hurry, Doctor," I con- 
tinued over the phone. “Right now I'm 
way up in the Bronx, but I'm coming down 
immediately. Suppose you bring this 
Smythe over to the Times Building. Il 
see you there, main entrance." 

“All right. We'll be waiting for you." 


Eres I was able to catch a subway 
express. On the way down-town I de- 
cided to resort to direct methods. Time 
was too precious to attempt any finesse. 

When I scrambled up the stairway at 
Times Square, ihe curator and Smythe 
were there. Drawing them aside, I said: 
"Listen carefully, for I'm going to talk 
bluntly. But what I say is in strictest 
confidence. This Miller is a crook. He 
was the thief who robbed the museum. 
Wait"—as both looked a bit frightened 
and started to interrupt —"I'm talking 
facts, not guessing. I've got to locate 
Miller quickly or he'll get away with what 
he stole. Now, Smythe, can you help me?” 

“I haven't the faintest idea where he 
lives. He was the most reticent fellow I 
ever knew." 

"Can't you think of anyone who knows 
him well? Anyone who has a portrait of 
him?" 

"| can help there, maybe," Smythe said 
without hesitation. “There is a model, 
Beryl Johnson, who lives in Greenwich 
Village. I introduced Miller to her one 
night when I took him down there for 
dinner. They became quite sweet on each 
other—for a time. Then they quarreled, 
and I think it was over a picture she had 
taken of him.” 

“Do you know where she lives?" 

"Yes 

“All right. I'm going to take Smythe 
with me, Doctor. Much obliged for your 
trouble. But please don't even tell Mr. 
Lightneur what I've said, until you've 
heard from me." 

A taxicab rushed us to the Village. 
Beryl Johnson was at horhe and surprised 
at having such early visitors—early for 
her scheme of living. 

"Miss Johnson," I blurted, without pre- 
liminaries, "it is of the utmost importance 
that I obtain a portrait of Gregory Miller. 
I understand you have one." 

"Why—yes. But 

Smythe nodded to her, and his solemn 
look appeared to snap her out of her hesi- 
tancy. She opened a trunk and handed me 
an enlargement of a fine, husky-looking 
young fellow in a bathing-suit. 

"A good likeness of Miller?" I ques- 
tioned, holding it before Smythe. 

"Excellent. As if it were taken yes- 
terday except for the bathing suit." 

"How did you get this picture?" I asked 
the girl. 





ELL, Gregory and I were rather 

fond of each other—once. He used 
to talk about Europe and say that maybe 
we'd go there some day. He said he wanted 
to complete his studies there. I wanted his 
picture, but he wouldn't have one taken. 
One day, at the beach, I snapped him when 
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he wasn't looking. I showed him the pic- 
ture. He became very angry and tore it 
up. But I had the negative and had this 
enlargement made. Foolishly I showed it 
to others. He learned about it and de- 
manded the picture and the negative. I 
refused, and we quarreled. I haven't seen 
him since—nearly two months. I thought 
maybe he'd gone to Europe or back home." 

“Did he tell you where his home is?" 

"Yes; Chicago. It sort of slipped out 
one day. He never spoke of it again; 
but he hasn't left the city. I met a man 
who knew him a day or two ago, and he 
told me he saw Gregory coming out of a 
house in West Forty-first Street near 
Lexington Avenue." 


“Thanks. I must borrow this picture 
until noon. I'll come back and explain 
everything later." And fairly dragging 
Smythe with me, I left the house and we 
drove away. “Go to the museum and wait 
for me," I said, letting him out at Broad- 
way and Thirty-fourth Street. “And keep 
mum, absolutely." 


On the way up-town I had been doing 
some tall thinking. I knew there was an 
"extra fast" train to Chicago at nine-forty- 
five from the Grand Central Terminal. The 
girl had informed me that Miller was liv- 
ing near there. Possibly he had taken up 
his new quarters to be near this station, 
so that he might make a quick getaway 
if he believed himself hard pressed. Also, 
the Chicago lead looked promising. If this 
crook belonged there, it would be the most 
likely place for him to head. A crook 
can lie low with comparative safety in 
New York. But in Chicago he can prac- 
tically bury himself, for a year if neces- 
sary, particularly if he has friends there. 

Reaching the terminal, I leaped from the 
cab, telling the chauffeur to wait, and 
raced for the baggage-room. Pete Ken- 
nedy, in charge in the daytime, and I were 
old pals. I shoved the portrait of Miller 
under his nose. “Has a fellow looking 
like that been here this morning to ship a 
trunk to Chicago?" 





“T DUNNO, but I'll find out." 

away, carrying the picture. Almost im- 
mediately he was back, followed by a 
helper. “Patsy here says that a fellow 
who looked like this picture, wearing a 
light suit and a traveling cap, checked a 
trunk for Chi with him ten minutes back. 
It's going on the nine-forty-five. The man 
handed over an envelope containing his 
railroad ticket and a Pullman ticket for 
that train. He noticed him, 'cause he was 
awful partic'lar about the trunk—had it 
insured, and slipped Patsy a buck to have 
it put on the train with him—and 'cause his 
right hand was bandaged and stiff so's he 
couldn't pull the tickets out of the envelope 
hisself." 

"Great, old man. "Thanks." I snatched 
the photograph and hurried away for the 
gate. I made myself known to the man 
punching tickets there, and he passed me 
through. 

Reaching the lower level in bounds, I 
made for the Pullman conductor. I showed 
him my shield, and held out the picture. 
“This man is on this train. He's a crook, 
and I want him. Know which car he's 
in?" 

“No, but we'll soon learn." With the 
portrait in his mind and me following, we 
hurried down the line, questioning the col- 


He hustled 


ored porters. The first two looked blank 
and shook their heads. 

As we neared the third, I noted a man in 
a light suit of fashionable cut, with a trav- 
eling cap pulled over his eyes, coming 
along the platíorm írom the direction of 
the baggage car. Even at the distance I 
saw that his right hand was bandaged. It 
was Miller, I was positive. And he had 
been to the baggage car to make certaia 
his trunk was on board. 

"Yes, suh, there he is—that man there," 
said the porter, noting the direction of my 
eyes. But the fool also pointed. 

The suspect caught the gesture, noted 
the picture I held, and came to an abrupt 
stop. Ten to one his crooked brain at once 
sized up the situation and set me down as 
a detective. I started toward him, my 
hand on my gun, but hoping I could take 
him without having to use it. 


UT he was too old a hand to take any 

chances, when all the signs wigwagged 
danger. Swinging, he went tearing down 
the platform toward the openings leading 
to the switching yards, with the speed of 
a sprinter. I raced aíter Miller, pullinz 
my gun. He gained on me, made the end 
of the platform, and leaped to the rails. 
He had a twenty-yard start when I reached 
the opening. Fearful of losing him in the 
maze of standing trains and sheds, I took 
quick aim and fired. 

Instantly he straightened up, next stum- 
bled ahead a few feet, then crashed face 
down and rolled over. I jumped and ran. 
But he was up before I reached him, and 
began fumbling élumsily at his hip with 
his bandaged hand. Before he could draw, 
I was upon him and had flattened him 
with a blow to the jaw. As he toppled I 
dropped upon him, jerked his hands together 
and held him, despite his frantic efforts to 
wrench himself free. And I had my job 
cut out, for he was powerful and muscular 
and fought desperately, more than once 
trying to bite me. Then the Pullman con- 
ductor and others ran up, and at my orders 
one of them took the handcuffs from my 
inside pocket and snapped them on the 
crook's wrists. 

Examining him, I found that I had hit 
him in the fleshy part of the left leg, above 
the knee, inflicting little more than a 
scratch. Jerking him to his feet, I frisked 
him for his gun, then pulled him up the 
steps and pushed him down the platform 
ahead of me; he struggling and cursing at 
every step, but asking no questions. 

The train conductor met us. I told him 
my identity. Then, while two burly pas- 
sengers held my prisoner, I went through 
his pockets and located his tickets and baz- 
gage check. Giving the conductor the 
baggage check, I ordered him to take the 
trunk from the train and deliver it to the 
train-master's office. 

It was not until we were in that place, 
with all others excluded except Tompkins, 
the train-master, Pete Kennedy and his as- 
sistant, Patsy, that I released Miller. 

He pulled himself together; then: “Now 
you damned bull, what do you mean by all 
this? I demand——" 

"Shut up, Miller. Bluffs don't go." 

I thought he started when I spoke his 
name, and his brows almost came together 
over eyes which fairly burned with hate. 

Reaching out, I grasped the bosom 
of his silk shirt. I felt something be- 
neath it, something too stiff for my 


fingers to clutch. With an oath he leaped 
back, then raised his manacled hands and 
tried to strike me down with the steel 
bracelets as I sprang at him. Dodging, I 
tripped him, and sprawled upon him as he 
fell. And, while the others held him, I 
unlocked the cuffs, rolled him over, and 
fastened his hands behind his back. 

Then I tore away the buttons of his 
shirt and drew forth the parcel resting 
across his chest. I stripped away the oiled 
silk wrapping. Inside was the missing 
canvas—the Géróme, just as it had been 
torn from its stretcher. 

'The man had ceased to struggle. A sickly 
yellow pallor had spread over his face, and 
his limbs became rigid and set. Again I 
ran my fingers over his body. "There was 
something about his waist. With a tug I 
tore away his clothing, revealing a leather 
belt. I had it off him in a few seconds. 

And I got the big jolt of this partic- 
ular thief chase when I opened the pockets 
and found them—not filled with currency, 
as I had expected—but with unset gems of 
many hues and innumerable sizes. I 
guessed they were the gems stolen months 
before from the museum. 

"Well, I'm I gasped. "This is a 
find. Say, Miller, I'll hand it to you. You 
sure are clever. And you had your nerve 
with you after making this haul, to hang 
around for a second clean-up. Come on. 
We're going to Headquarters. I'll tele- 
phone Mr. Lightneur and Doctor Samuels 
to meet us there. They'll be delighted to 
meet you again, and to get their hands on 
these things. And they'll probably think 
I did a íairly good six hours' work." 

That about winds up the story. 
found the rug in Miller's trunk. 

But I also found out a lot of other 
things, when I made a hurried trip to 
Chicago to consult the police there, taking 
Miller's photograph and finger-prints. 

For one thing, he was known to the 
authorities of Chicago, not as Miller, but 
as Bill Gavin, alias "Chappy." Gavin was 
born in the old market district of that city. 
His whole family were crooks. His father 





We 


and two of his brothers did several 
stretches before meeting with violent 
deaths. 


As a schoolboy Gavin showed that he 
possessed artistic talent. Some wealthy 
people took him from his criminal sur- 
roundings, placed him in a  boarding- 
school, and paid for his art instruction. 
But he couldn't get away from his heredi- 
tary yellow streak. When still in his teens, 
he robbed one of his benefactors and was 
arrested. He was paroled and given an- 
other chance. It was no use. He helped 
to hold up and rob a jewelry concern, then 
fled to Europe. 


HERE he became identified with a band 
of international art thieves and forgers 
of paintings. He put his talents to the 
same crooxed ends as he had in New York. 
The Chicago police had learned of his 
foreign record when he was arrested in 
Paris and given a prison term; the French 
authorities sending to America for his past 
record. Later the authorities of his home 
city learned he had escaped from prison. 
But they had no idea what had become oí 
him until I told my story and produced 
"Chappy's" prints and picture. 
Gavin now is in prison, serving a ten- 
year stretch. 
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Stolen Gold 


(Continued from page 39) 


thoughtfully. “There was George Osgood, 

the engineer that run the hoist, old Hard 

Luck Lawson, and Goofey the Mucker.” 
“Where can they be located?” 


“T HEAR George is firing a pump sta- 

tion for the railroad over at Jarilla. 
Old Lawson’s cabin is right up the gulch 
there about a half a quarter, and Goofey 
is only about half baked. He wouldn't 
have had sense enough to carry the stuff 
off if it had been in twenty-dollar gold 
pieces.” 

“I am not so sure of that, De Luca. 
We won't eliminate anyone from the in- 
vestigation yet. Where does Goofey the 
Mucker live?” 

“He ain't got no home. He just drifts 
around. If he ain't working out on some 
claim, you'll find him around Red Shay's 
place over at Blye, more'n likely." 

"Is that cabin inhabited," said Pitney, 
suddenly, pointing down the gulch toward 
a small, tin-roofed shack with one joint of 
stove-pipe protruding from its sloping roof. 

“Yes. That's old Silent Sam's place," 
explained De Luca. "He's been scratching 
around these here hills for more than 
twenty years, and ain't never struck pay 
dirt yet. He ain't been on this claim since 
last fall, and that was to come up and bawl 
us out about something or other. He ain't 
even been off his own diggin's in that time, 
except just long enough to go to town for 
grub or up the gulch for water. He don't 
like people, so he lives sort of to himselí." 

“T should like to go down into the mine 
and look the situation over for myself. 
Dan, you stay here with Mr. Conroy while 
I go below with De Luca. You have a 
light of some sort?" 

De Luca nodded, and entering the engine- 
room returned shortly with some half 
dozen miner's candles, and lighting two 
for himself and two for Pitney, he led tlie 
way down the long ladder at one side of 
the shaít, into the mine. 


HE following morning we again got 

up with the sun, and had our usual 
breakíast, after which I prepared to saddle 
the horses and get ready to start out on our 
day's jaunt. 

"Where to this morning, Frank?" I in- 
quired, as I threw the saddle on my pinto. 

“I'm not going over to the mine this 
morning. I want to think awhile first. 
You might ride over that way, though, if 
you want to and see if you can strike up 
a conversation with our friend, Silent Sam. 
He’s going to be a hard nut to tackle if 
all reports are true, but you may get some 
valuable information out of him if you 
are able to approach him. You know his 
type, I think.” 

I had only worked with Pitney on a 
case or two, but during that time I had 
learned a good deal about him. He was a 
clever fellow, but peculiar. In his work 
he was slow and methodical in his proce- 
dure, but almost invariably sure in his 
results. Very often when working on an 
important case he would sit for hours 
thinking, always with a lighted cigarette 
in his fingers, or between his lips. He re- 
minded me of a chess player, who figured 
his every move, and reckoned beforehand 


what his opponent's move would be, usually 
making the proper play to successfully put 
him in check. 

I knew that he was not going to budge 
from in front of that tent-house before 
noon, if his actions in this case ran true 
to his usual custom, so without further 
conversation I finished my preliminary 
preparations and started out, telling him 
I would return about noon. 

I chafed at the slow progress we seemed 
to be making, and for that reason was 
anxious to reach the mine and old Silent 
Sam's place to see what I could stir up 
that would start things moving, so I urged 
my pony over the trail at a pretty fast clip. 
When I reached the gulch I took the down 
trail which led to the old man's cabin, 
then I slowed my horse to a walk in order 
to study the surroundings at close range as 
I approached. There was something omi- 
nous about that forbidding-looking place, 
ramshackle and rough, huddled in a clump 
of scrub-oak at the base of the hill, bleak 
and dreary as the landscape around it. I 
was curious to meet the man who called 
this ugly shack, home. 

I was yet some one hundred feet from 
the cabin, and engrossed in thought, whea 
a long, quavering wail reached my ears 
and caused me to start and pull up my 
horse sharply. I sat very still for a mo- 
ment, listening. Again, from the deserted 
shack, came the mournful cry. Then of a 
sudden I felt verf foolish, for I realized 
that the wail was not that of a tortured 
woman, but merely the yelp of a coyote. 


HAD proceeded but a few feet farther 

when I saw the animal pacing restlessly 
to and fro, the length of its chain, eyeing 
me fearfully. It was fastened to what ap- 
peared to be a crowbar driven into the 
ground at the corner of the cabin. Evi- 
dently the old recluse kept the beast for a 
pet, as well as a sort of protection against 
intrusion, for almost immediately a grizzled 
head appeared above the shaft of his mine, 
which was located but a few yards from 
the hut. 

Silent Sam studied the situation for a 
moment. Then he scrambled out of the 
shaft and down over the dump. He came 
slowly toward me, one hand resting on 
the butt of a formidable old “45” which 
was shoved down into the front of his 
overalls, held in place by a rope tied about 
his waist. 

He was an old man—how old only the 
Recording Angel could tell He was a 
little undersized, with grizzled, white beard 
and had on an old black felt hat. As he 
stumbled toward me, he surveyed me sus- 
piciously from head to foot with a pair of 
small, black eyes, set very close together. 

“Good morning,” I said pleasantly. 

“Howdy,” he replied shortly, his beady 
eyes holding my own in a steady gaze. 
“What do you want here?” 

“I thought perhaps you could tell me 
where I could get some water to fill my 
canteen,” I lied like a good detective. 

His eyes narrowed slightly, and they 
left mine long enough for him to glance 
quickly at my canteen, which was strapped 
to my saddle. “’Tain’: empty,” he snapped. 

Pitney had been right. Here was a 


tough old nuf who had to be handled care- 
fully. 

"You right, I confirmed 
naturedly. “It isn't empty yet, but I fig- 
ured I would need to fill up before noon. 
Is your coyote tame?" 

“No.” 

Not in the least discouraged, as far as 
outward signs were concerned, I continued, 
“Striking any color?” 

I had no more than uttered the words 
than I realized that I had hit upon a touchy 
subject with Silent Sam, for ignoring my 
question completely the old man squared 
his stooped shoulders and took a step to- 
ward me with a threatening look. “If it's 
water you're looking for, stranger, you'll 
find it up the gulch about a half mile.” 

I decided it was futile to try to continue 
the conversation, so I thanked him and 
turned my the direction of the 
gulch which he had indicated. After riding 
about two hundred yards I glanced back. 
The old man was standing leaning against 
the winch, staring after me. 


good- 


are 


horse in 


DECIDED to continue for a distance 

in the direction in which I had started, 
then circle around the mountain to the 
Long Joe. I had traveled by a circuitous 
route some two miles when my attention 
was attracted to a small, fluttering, white 
speck up the mountainside, slightly ahead 
of and far above me. I stopped my horse 
and out my binoculars and focused 
them upon the object. To my surprise, I 
saw two persons engaged in earnest con- 
versation, one of whom I recognized as 
Goofey the Mucker, the other a girl, in a 
gingham dress. She appeared to be cry- 
ing and wringing her hands. It was quite 
evident that was in distress. She 
might also be in need of protection, since 
Goofey was reputed to be just a little off in 
the head. 

I left the trail and started up the moun- 
tainside in the direction of the pair. I 
had not gone more than 150 yards when 
the girl noticed my approach and fled. 
This seemed strange. I again adjusted my 
binoculars. This time I could see nothing 
of tHe girl, but Goofey I could see dis- 
tinctly; scrambling up the side of the moun- 
tain toward a clump of sheltering scrub- 
oak. A love spat, probably, I decided, as 
I again turned my pony toward the trail. 
I would have to hurry if I expected to 
visit the mine and reach home by noon. 


got 


she 


I urged my pony into a trot and soon 
came into sight of the mine. I was some- 
what surprised to note that neither De 
Luca nor Conroy were anywhere in evi- 
dence. I pulled up my horse and called out, 
“Hello!” There was no response. “That’s 
funny,” I mused to myself. “If they are 
not any more diligent than that, it’s little 
wonder they lost a half million in gold.” 

I dismounted and led my horse over to- 
ward the water barrel near the hoist house, 
as he seemed to want a drink. To my 
surprise, he pulled back as we approached 
the barrel, and when I attempted to draw 
him toward it by force, he snorted and 
lunged backward, almost upsetting me. 
My first thought was that a rattler must 
be somewhere about. I dropped the bridle 
reins, pulled my six-shooter and cautiously 
walked toward the barrel. 

I had only taken a couple of steps when 
I was shocked to see the lifeless form of 
Conroy huddled behind the barrel in a 
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pool of dry blood. I stooped down and 
examined the body. There was a bullet 
wound almost in the center of the fore- 
head just above the eyes. From the posi- 
tion of the body it was evident that he 
had been sitting with his back against the 
barrel when the fatal shot was fired, and 
had crumpled over without ever knowing 
what hit him. 


LOOKED at my watch. It was 9.55. I 

again called De Luca, and getting no re- 
sponse, went in search of him. He was not 
to be found on the premises. No doubt 
he had gone for assistance. I decided to 
remain with the body until he returned. I 
looked about, hoping to discover some 
clue that would help clear the mystery, 
but I could find nothing. After waiting 
some time, and when De Luca did not 
return with help, my befuddled brain be- 
gan to function and I recalled the alterca- 
tion between him and Conroy the day be- 
fore, and his threat. Could it be possible 
that they had settled their differences with 
guns? Or had De Luca murdered Conroy 
in order to escape with the gold? I came 
to a quick decision. Pitney must be noti- 
fied at once. 

I did not want to leave the body alone, 
and thought of calling on Silent Sam for 
assistance, but remembering his hostile at- 
titude toward me only a short time before, 
I felt that it would be unwise to try to 
approach him, even in an emergency. 
There was only one thing left to do—get 
to Pitney as quickly as possible. Without 
waiting to reason the matter further I 
jumped onto my pony and spurred him 
into a gallop, as I headed into the down 
trail toward Blye. 

I dropped off my pony in front of the 
tent-house and hurriedly told Pitney what 
had happened. 

"Huh," he said when I had finished, "it 
looks as if our friend De Luca kept his 
word, doesn't it?” I admitted that it did. 
"Dan," he continued, after a moment's 
thought, "I want you to go find the deputy 
sheriff, and notify him of the murder, 
then see if you can get a line on De Luca. 
You know what to do. I'll go straight to 
the mine and give it the once-over before 
anybody has a chance to get there and 
gum things up. Join me as soon as you 
can." 

I made inquiries for the deputy sheriff 
and learned that there was none in camp, 
but was informed that a ranger by the 
name of Wyckoff had ridden in that 
morning from Alamagordo, and could be 
found at the Star Saloon. The minute I 
stepped into the saloon I saw the officer 
seated at a card table in the corner, by 
himself, playing solitaire. 


INTRODUCED myself and told him 

briefly what had occurred. He asked a 
few questions, then quickly and efficiently 
swore in a number of deputies from among 
the cow-punchers and other individuals who 
were loafing about the saloon. He gave 
them their instructions, informed them of 
our suspicions regarding De Luca, and ad- 
vised them to separate into pairs, and 
enlist whatever additional help they deemed 
advisable, and to comb the hills thoroughly 
for the fugitive, and if they were success- 
ful in apprehending him, to bring him into 
camp and hold him until our return. 

When we arrived at the mine I intro- 
duced Wyckoff to Pitney, and explained 


that there was no deputy sheriff in camp 
and that I was fortunate in running onto 
a ranger. 

“It looks like a plain case of murder to 
me, Mr. Pitney,” Wyckoff observed, after 
viewing the body of Conroy. ’ 

“On the face of things, I think so my- 
self. Conroy insinuated yesterday in our 
presence that De Luca knew more about 
the disappearance of the gold than he was 
telling. De Luca resented the insinuation 
and threatened to wear a pick handle out 
on Conroy if he made the insinuation 
again. And to-day Conroy is dead. I am 
going down into the mine and see if any- 
thing has been disturbed since my visit 
yesterday, and also see if I can discover 
anything that will tend to show that De 
Luca took the gold from some secret cache 
and made away with it, after killing Con- 
roy." 

“TIl place a couple of men on guard 
here and go down with you fellows," said 
Wyckoff, beckoning to a couple of men 
who had come up with us from the camp. 

We descended into the mine to the 100- 
foot level, but a thorough search revealed 
nothing, so we proceeded to the 200-foot 
level. Pitney, followed by Wyckoff, led 
the way through the tunnel and into the 
drifts. The passageway was narrow and 
the air was close and heavy. We stumbled 
along, in the dim light our candles gave, 
straining our eyes to see ahead. At the 
far end of the south drift, Pitney stopped 
short, and bending down, held his candle 
above his head. “My God!” he exclaimed. 

Wyckoff and I were just behind him, 
and as we followed his gaze we were hor- 
rified to see the dead body of De Luca, 
lying face upward, a ghastly wound in his 


head. The close, stuffy atmosphere sud- 
denly seemed to grow more foul and 
stifling. I became nauseated. I realized 


that I must have air, so I turned away 
quickly and stumbled in the direction of 
the tunnel. 


HAD nearly reached the end of the 

drift leading into the tunnel when my 
foot caught on something, almost causing 
me to fall. I stooped down to see what 
had tripped me, and was surprised to dis- 
cover that it was a 200-foot steel tape, 
similar to those used by surveyors. 


Following the length of steel tape, I 
found that one end of it was fastened in 
a crevice at the opening of the tunnel, 
while the other reached near to the spot 
where the body lay. Evidently De Luca 
had been using it at the time he met his 
death. What was he measuring with this 
tape? Was he trying to locate the place 
where the stolen gold was secreted? If 
not, why was he in the mine at all? 


Without making my discovery of the 
tape known, I quickly rejoined Pitney and 
Wyckoff, who were now coming in my 
direction. After completing our exami- 
nation of the drift we ascended the shaft 
to the surface and announced to the men 
above the finding of De Luca's body. 

When Wyckoff had left us a few min- 
utes later, to give instructions to his men, 
I took advantage of his absence and in- 
formed Pitney of my discovery of the 
tape. 

“It looks to me, Frank," I said, “as 
though De Luca killed Conroy, then de- 
scended into the mine to locate the spot 
where he had cached the gold, gained pos- 


ession of it, and escaped before our re- 
arn.” 

“Now, Dan, you are making wild specu- 
tions again. Stop and think. It doesn't 
tand to reason that De Luca would have 
) use a measuring tape to locate the cache, 
nowing the mine as le did. Remember, 
e dug practically every foot of it him- 
elf, and——” He stopped short, and 
arned toward me, his eyes wide. “By 
reorge, Dan, you gave me an idea,” he 
jaculated. 

Turning away without another word, 
e hurried to the mouth of the shaft and 
egan stepping off the distance in the 
irection of Silent Sam's cabin. Wyckoff, 
'ho had joined me, said, "What is Pitney 
p to?" 

*[ don't know, myself, yet," I responded, 
iystified, "but he will be back in a minute 
nd maybe he will enlighten us.” We 
‘atched him as he carefully retraced his 
eps back to the mouth of the shaft. Be- 
xe he joined us, however, the deputy 
reriff and deputy coroner arrived from 
arilla, explaining to us that they had been 
structed by the sheriff at Alamagordo to 
ike charge of things until he could get 
iere, which wouldn't be before morning. 


FTER the body of De Luca had been 
removed írom the mine and placed 
aside that of Conroy, the deputy coroner 
ade his examination. Then the bodies 
f the two men were each placed, face 
ywnward, across a saddle, upon the back 
t a pinto pony, and tied securely, prepar- 
ory to removing them to Jarilla for the 
itopsy. 
As we followed the grim procession off 
ywn the trail, I made an attempt to draw 
itney into a discussion of the strange 
ise of the double slaying, but he refused 


talk. Slumping in his saddle, his eyes 
aring into space, he looked tired and 
orried. 


In my mind I went over the events of 
e last few days, in fact from the first 
iy I arrived in Blye to the present time, 
id I had to admit that the mystery we 
id come to solve was as far from a solu- 
yn now as it was the day of our arrival, 
id now we were face to face with a new 
d more complicated mystery. 
We had not gone far, when suddenly 
tney raised his head with a jerk, and 
urring- his horse galloped away before 
could collect my thoughts. When he 
ared the procession he called to Wyckoff, 
sefior! Señor!” 
'The ranger wheeled his horse about, and 
ickly rode to meet Pitney. Aíter a short 
nversation Wyckoff gave some brief in- 
"uctions to one of his men. and then he 
d Pitney headed about for the down trail, 
‘ank signaling me to follow. As I rode 
| beside them, Wyckoff said, “You two 
llows go to the front, and I will cover 
e rear. Don't let the old fool get the 
op on you; he might be crazy enough 
shoot." 
He left the trail shortly and disappeared 
œ the brush, while we continued in the 
‘ection of Silent. Sam's cabin, Pitney 
rriedly explaining the move to me. 
When we were within a hundred yards 
the cabin we dismounted and walked 
vard the hut. Suddenly a stooped figure 
‘ang from behind the cabin, six-shooter 
hand, and in a harsh voice commanded, 
ut 'em up and stand where you are. 
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You ain't goin' to jump my claim! I know 
the both of you!” 
E reached for our guns, and Silent 
Sam hesitated. 

"Don't get excited, partner," said Pitney 
coolly. "We are not claim jumpers. We 
want to talk to you on a matter of busi- 
ness.” 

“Business, hell!” scoffed the old man, 
not moving a muscle, and holding his gun 
in readiness. You are a couple of damn 
thieves and claim jumpers, and I’m goin’ 
to——” 

There was a sharp whiz and swish 
through the air, and Silent Sam’s arms flew 
up, his gun dropping from his hand as he 
was jerked off his feet and hit the ground 
with a thud. 

For a moment I could not realize what 
had happened, then I saw that a taut rope 
was about the old fellow’s neck, and which 
he was clawing madly in an effort to extri- 
cate himself, cursing and raving all the 
while like a madman. Wyckoff, approach- 
ing from the rear, had seen the situation 
and had thrown a rope around the old 
prospector’s head and jerked him off his 
feet. 

After some effort Silent Sam was se- 
curely bound, and I was left to guard him 
while Wycoff and Pitney descended into 
Sam's mine. The old fellow grew violent 
as they approached the shaft. "Get out of 
there! "That's my gold, every bit of it. 
Get out, I tell you! "The others tried to 
steal it too, but damn 'em, I fixed 'em, the 
dirty thievin' gophers, and I'll fix you, 
too! Nobody's goin' to steal my gold from 
me!" 

"Now, Sam, you'd better quiet down," 
I counseled wisely. “Nobody’s going to 
hurt you, and nobody is going to take anv- 
thing that belongs to you. We are offi- 
cers. You have nothing to fear." 

'The old man ceased cursing for the first 
time since our arrival, and stared at me 
blankly for a moment, as though his 
clouded brain was trying to grasp the sig- 
nificance of my words. 

"Officers? Officers?" he finally whis- 
pered in a hoarse voice. “Then he's dead?” 

At a loss to understand the meaning of 
his words, I nodded. The bewildered look 
which had come over his face a few min- 
utes before, faded quickly into a defiant 
snarl. "Well, what if I did kill him? I 
ain't denyin' it, and there ain't no jury 
will ever convict me. I got a right to 
protect what's mine again' a dirty bunch 
of rats like that Long Joe outfit. They 
robbed me, damn 'em, but I found it out 
and got it back, and then I hid it where 
none of you can ever find it." And he 
laughed a horrible, hysterical laugh that 
made my flesh creep. 


UST then Wyckoff and Pitney came out 
of the shaft. "Exactly as I thought," 
said Pitney, coming over to us and sink- 
ing down on a three-legged stool, ex- 
hausted. “Thanks to those observing eyes 
of yours, Dan, we have solved the mys- 

tery of Mr. Sawyer's stolen gold." 

“And while you and Wyckoff were be- 
low,” I said, “Silent Sam confessed to the 
killing of De Luca.” 

“Yes, and Conroy, too, if I am not mis- 
taken," added Wyckoff. 

“T never done that," snapped Sam in- 
dignantly, his grizzled eyebrows drawing 
down into an ugly frown. “I never killed 


nobody but De Luca, and I wouldn't ‘a’ 
done that if he hadn't gophered under my 
claim and sacked up all my gold." 

"Your gold," said Pitney, with emphasis. 

"Yes, my gold, every ounce of it. 
Twenty year ago I found that little cave 
in the far end of my tunnel, and ever since 
I been pourin' all my high-grade ore into 
it Then them scallawags tried one of 
their smart tricks and run their tunnel 
clear under my drift, and no law allows 
that. Then they struck my cache and 
sacked up my ore that I had been savin' all 
these years waitin’ ‘til the railroad would 
come through so I could ship it, and was 
fixin’ to pack it off when I found it out, 
and as soon as they left the place I moved 
it, and hid it where nobody can find it.” 

“How did you come to kill De Luca?” 
Pitney inquired, when Sam's voice died 
away. 

“Last night I killed him, only I didn't 
know I had. I was sittin’ here on my 
camp stool smokin’ when I saw somebody 
start down the shaft of the Long Joe up 
there with a light, and I figures that 
there’s something up, so I goes down into 
my tunnel and sits real quiet near the end 
of it. Sure enough, pretty soon I hears a 
noise and kinda easy like, the big rock 
what is in the floor of my tunnel—that 
covers the hole which opens up into the 
roof of the little cave where I had my ore 
hid, and what they drove their cross-cut 
into, and which ain't none of it under their 
land—raised up and De Luca starts crawlin’ 
up through it, holdin’ his light above his 
head and lookin’ about. Just after he 
done that I hit- him with a drill, and he 
just dropped back into the hole like a 
prairie dog." 

“Then who killed Conroy?” I inquired. 

“I don't know that," answered Sam, 
shaking his head vigorously. “I didn't. 
I didnt even mean to kill De Luca. I 
just hit him too hard, I guess." 


E LUCA must have killed Conroy 
before he went down into the mine," 
I said, addressing Pitney. 

“T don't think so," he replied skeptically. 
"I examined De Luca's gun aíter he was 
brought out of the shaít, and it hasn't 
been discharged for days. It’s full of dust 
and rust." 

“Then what was De Luca doing in the 
mine, anyway, measuring with that tape, 
if he wasn't searching for the cache, as 
we thought?" I persisted. 

"De Luca practically dug that mine, 
Dan," Pitney said a little impatiently, "and 
so naturally knew every inch of it. He 
knew where he had placed the gold, and 
he knew it was gone, and he knew there 
was but two ways for it to go, either up 
the shaft or through some passageway 
unknown to him. He knew their tunnel 
was under Sam’s claim, undoubtedly, and 
he put two and two together and suspected 
that Sam in some manner had taken it, and 
he was measuring and searching for that 
passageway when he discovered that the 
rock above his head was movable, and he 
proceeded to move it, to his sorrow.” 

“Then who did kill Conroy, if De Luca 
didn't?" I asked. 

“That is what we have yet to find out, 
Dan," answered Pitney, getting up and 
preparing to depart. 

The next two or three days passed rap- 
idly. We seemed to work in circles, always 
in the end coming back to the place from 


which we started without having discovered 
anything new. Pitney became moody and 
silent, and spent much time thinking, but I 
circulated about a good deal, following 
my hunches and hoping for a clue that 
would lead ultimately to a solution of the 
Conroy murder. 


N the third day, when my spirits were 

running unusually low, I dropped into 
the Star Saloon. The first person I saw 
when I stepped into the place was Goofey 
the Mucker. He was being handed a quart 
bottle of whiskey by a bartender, which he 
took, and after what seemed to me to be a 
cautious glance about him, left the saloon 
by a side door and hurriedly thrusting the 
bottle into a saddle-bag, mounted his pony 
and rode away. Without stopping to rea- 
son why I did it, I dashed out of the front 
door of the saloon and, throwing myselí 
into the saddle, galloped after him. 

When he reached the foothills I was 
less than a quarter of a mile behind him, 
and I noted that he was becoming wary, 
glancing behind him frequently and taking 
a zig-zag course as if to make his trail 
difficult to follow. Then he disappeared 
Írom view completely. 

I hurried in pursuit, and soon came upon 
his pony tied to a mesquite bush. I left 
my horse near by and followed him on 
foot, keeping at a discreet distance, careful 
to conceal myself from view. I trailed him 
in this manner two or three miles 
over the ridge and up a long drywash to a 
dilapidated, deserted-looking shack. I was 
beginning to think I had been following a 
willo'-the-wisp when he stopped and 
whistled. A girl's face appeared at the 
window, then the door was opened cau- 
tiously and she motioned him to approach. 

Like a flash the little scene which I had 
witnessed through my binoculars a few 
days before came back to me. "This was 
the same girl who had been so distressed, 
and who had fled at my approach, as had 
Goofey. What did it mean? While these 
thoughts were flitting through my mind, 
Goofey entered the cabin and quickly shut 
the door behind him. 

I circled about the hut and finally suc- 
ceeded in creeping up to it on all fours, 
until I was directly underneath the win- 
dow. I could hear the girl's voice plainly, 
from where I was crouching. 

“Oh, I thought you would never come,” 
she’ was saying. "He has been delirious 
most of the time since you left, and I 
have been so afraid.” 

Then I heard Goofey’s voice. “I hurried 
as fast as I could, but I had to be careful 


some 
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because there’s a ranger in camp and he’s 
tryin’ to find out who done it. They got 
old Silent Sam for killin’ De Luca, but 
they don’t know who killed Conroy.” 

Again I heard the girl's voice. “Oh, 
Goofey,” the girl pleaded, “we must .get 
Father away from here at once. We must 
save him! It was all my fault, but—I 
loved him so, Goofey, and he would have 
married me if only Father hadn't found 
out. I know he would!" and her voice 
broke off into a sob. 


THRILL ran through me as I rose to 

my feet. The mystery of Conroy's 
death was solved at last. Old Hard Luck 
Lawson had settled an account with him, 
and one that involved the honor of his 
daughter. 

The next day after Hard Luck Lawson 
had been removed from the shack on a 
stretcher, to the county jail at Jarilla, and 
details concerning the charges against 
Silent Sam had been arranged, with Wyck- 
off in charge, Pitney and I caught the 
Golden State Limited for Los Angeles. 

“Well, Frank,” I said, after we were 
comfortably settled in our compartment on 
the Puliman, “we have had a pretty busy 
time of it, and we have done a lot of good 
work, yet I feel, in a way, that we haven't 
accomplished what was expected of us.” 

“Meaning,” said Pitney, lolling lazily in 
his seat and gazing abstractedly at the 
thin curl of smoke from his cigarette, “that 
we failed to recover Mr. Sawyer's stolen 


gold?” 

“Yes. What do you think the Chief will 
say?” 

"He won't say anything," he replied 


sagely, “and neither will our friend Mr. 
Sawyer, since we have established beyond 
any doubt that he didn’t own any gold to 
lose. And aside from that very insignifi- 
cant piece of work, you must remember 
that we cleared up two murder mysteries 
for him, so 





“First call foh dinnah!” called out a 
deep, drawling voice, and  Pitney's last 
words were lost to me—we both became 


interested in other things. 

I might add, however, that although ac- 
quitted of the slaying of De Luca, Silent 
Sam died soon aíterward without reveal- 
ing the place where he had secreted the 
gold írom his mine, and although many 
searching parties were organized at differ- 
ent times that sought diligently for the 
treasure, their efforts proved fruitless. 
The gold still lies buried, perhaps, or hid- 
den in some secret cave in the mountains, 
the location of which no one knows. 


Confessions Bi Conüddliue Man 


(Continued from page 49) 


to the door and threw it wide. What I 
saw there made my heart skip a beat. 


TANDING outside my hotel room 
door, here in Trenton, was Gil Haw- 
kins! 

“Gil!” I exclaimed. “How did you know 
I was here? Come in—come in !" 

I could see the old fellow was amused 
at my surprise. 

"Nothing easier, son," he said, a smile 
broadening his face. “You were to meet 
me at ten o'clock this morning for break- 
fast. You didn't show up, and I figured 


something was wrong. You had no money 
of mine—and I knew you were a right 
kid—so you weren't trying to take a run- 
out powder. I called up your hotel, and 
they told me you hadn't been in at all last 
night. So the only thing I could figure 
on was trouble." 
"Yes," I said eagerly. 
trace me here?" 
“Lucky thing I’m no bull,” he said, and 
again he smiled. “You left me about 
quarter to four, didnt you? Well, the 
first thing I did was to look up time-tables. 
I found that the only train out of Phila- 


“But how did you 
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delphia between four and five was this 
Trenton train, the one you must've got at 
four-thirty. And this Commercial House 
you're stopping in is right across the street 
from the depot. I phoned it from Philly, 
talked to the manager, who is a friend of 
mine—and here I am.” 

I was dumbfounded. I learned then one 
important fact that has been confirmed in 
all the years that followed: Confidence 
men are better detectives than most of the 
dicks in the business. 

Gil and I went to breakfast, and during 
the meal I told kim all that had happened 
the night before. 

“You left your things, eh?” 
story over with. 

“Yes. I couldn't 
do." 

"Want the stuff ?" 

"Well, there were a couple of 
clothes, a dozen shirts h 

“I see. You better get 'em. 
hotel any money?” 

“Three days.” 

"All right. Here's what you do. 
better learn it now, 


he asked, my 


see anything else to 


suits of 





Owe the 


You 


because you might have 


to do a fade-out some time again. Send 
cash through the mail, enough to pay 
what you owe, and about five besides. 


Tell them to pack your things and ship 
them, express prepaid, to Trenton. The 
stuff'll come into the general baggage-rooim 
here. And get them to mail you the bag- 
gage check in care of General Delivery, 
Trenton. And when you write, be care- 
ful to use plain white paper that has no 
water-mark, and a plain white envelope." 

"I get all that, Gil. But suppose the 
bulls are after me for assaulting Charlie 
Higgins? I'm not afraid, understand. I’m 
just inquiring. Won't they pick me up 
when I go for mail at the post-office, or 
when I go for my bag?” 


HEN you've had more experience 
dodging shadow dicks, you'll see it’s 

a simple matter to lay in hiding until your 
shadow moves from a post-office window 
he’s watching. And you'll find out as 
you grow older that the average dick would 
rather kill three hours in a pool hall than 
hang around the corridors of a post-office 
or a baggage-room. Besides, you may be 
in Kalamazoo before your bag gets here. 
What do you want to do, anyway?” 

“T hadn’t thought of that, Gil. I sup- 
pose that depends on you a good bit.” 

“I’m glad we're out of Philly. The card 
racket was getting stale. I was ready for 
a change. What do you say we hang 
around for a few days? We can have 
plenty of fun living on the fat of the land 
—at somebody else's expense. And we 
may run across a sucker ripe for election." 

"Suits me," and so it was agreed. 

"Election," as I well understood, is a 
confidence man's reference to the BO O B 
—Benevolent Order of Boobs. A “candi- 
date for election" is a man whose selí- 
advertised prosperity and general cocki- 
ness invites men who live by their wits to 
dress him down and incidentally relieve 
him of his cash. 


There followed days of glorious play 
and rest, in which Gil and I spent our time 
loafing, living like kings. We had money 


in our pockets, no urge to make a killing 
to pay expenses, only the íun of killing 
time in luxurious, leisurely fashion. I 
made good use of our periods of talk— 
"chin-fests," as Gil called them—by get- 


ting the old grifter to tell me his expe- 
riences. Much of what I learned during 
that lay-up in Trenton became my mental 
guide, my philosophy, used even to this 
day. 

After about a week the idleness became 
irksome. I was impatient to be up and 
doing, anxious, I guess, to put into prac- 
tice some of the things I had learned írom 
Gil. 

There came a day 
circus was to open in Trenton, for a one- 
week stand. It was a small show, called 
the Shelby-Alter Wonder Show. Gil saw 
a poster announcing its opening for the 
following Monday, one morning as we 
for break- 


when a wanderiug 





were walking to a restaurant 
fast. 
“These small circuses are gold-mines, 


son,” he told me. “I think it would pay 
us to tie up to this one next week.” 
I was all eager interest at once. “Suits 
me," I said. "What'll we do with them?” 
"Wait and see." 


HAT was all he said then. And I 
didn't mention the circus again, because 
I knew Gil had it on his mind; my aski 





him would only look like distrust of him, 
would only irritate him. So in spite of 
my eagerness, I — — 

The Monday m came 





lg over coffee 


to town, Gil and I were t 

cups in the Alkazar, when he handed me 
the local paper. He pointed to an ad, and 
made no comment. 


I looked, and íound the ad to read: 
"Strong man wanted for Hinkle Troupe. 
Apply circus grounds, 9 to 11." 

I mention thaf Gil said nothing, bit 
really he had told me volumes. He had 
as much as told me it was up to me to go 
after that job and land it. 

The Hinkle Troupe as I knew 
poster ads, were acrobats. They were five 
in number. The "strong man" of the out- 
fit stood on the ground and supported the 
others in “pyramid” and other statue for- 
mations. He should also know how to 
tumble, turn somersaults, and the like. 

My only qualification for this job was 
my natural physical strength. Since early 
boyhood this strength had always been 
prodigious. But—I knew I had to get 
that job, because Gil wanted me in the cir- 
cus. A con-man never fails. Like the 
soldier who carried the news to Garcia, he 
cannot fall down. If he fails, he fades, 
knowing he will be ostracized from his 
set of cronies as a dud. With con-men, 
alibis never go. 

I nodded to Gil to let him know I un- 
derstood what he wanted, and left imme- 
diately for the circus grounds, on the 
north side of town. As I left the restau- 
rant, I thought I detected a slight smile on 
the old fellow’s face; I knew he was 
pleased by the way I had “snapped into it.” 

On the circus lot I asked for the Hinkle 
tent. There I met a man about forty, of 
strong build. 

“Yes, I'm Mr. Hinkle,” he said. “What 
can I do for you?” There was a smile 
in his eye and a straightness to his chin 
that made me warm to him at once. He 
was in tights, being engaged in tumbling 
practice with a girl, as I entered. 

In the interview that followed I showed 
myself a good con-man, I invented expe- 
rience with another circus; I "bulled"; I 
exaggerated my strength; I volunteered to 
go in on the tanbark and turn a few flip- 


from the 


flops to show him what I could do. 

"You don't need to show me," he said, 
when I had finished talking. "You've told 
me enough for me to know you're on to 
your stuff. One oí my men is leaving the 
end of this week. I'll need my new man 
to open in Paterson next Monday. Come 
around to-morrow for practice. You're 


O. K. You can practice with the troupe 
til Monday, then go right on. Now as to 
salary 





Y heart warmed within me. I was 

hired. My little confidence game had 
worked! Here was the first time I had 
stepped out to con my way into a job, and 
I had so far made good. The talk about 
salary was only secondary with me. I got 
back to Gil and told him the good news 
as soon as I could make it. 

“I knew you'd do it,” he said, and that 
was all. He always was chary oí praise, 
taking success for granted. 

Then followed for me the period cf 
work that many con-men consider the 
hardest part of all they have to do build- 
ing up a lay—fixing to take a victim. I 
had secured my chance. Now it was up to 
me to learn enough to make good on my 
word, and I had only twenty-four hours to 
pile in the technique other men have spent 
years developing. Once years later I had 
to be thoroughly versed in botany to “take” 
a man who was an expert on the subject. 
I spent forty-two hours of close work, 
going through a dozen volumes; and when 
I met my man, there wasn't much about 
botany I didn't know. 

And so with my acrobatic work. When 
the following morning came, my natural 
strength, plus a cool head and calm nerves, 
plus a kind of sixth sense that told me 
when to sail in, when to lay low—won for 
me not only the job I sought, but the 
praise of Hinkle. Before the morning was 
over, he took me to meet the “Colonel,” the 
nick-name given the owner of most small 
circuses. I suppose because of the con- 
ventional wid.-brimmed Stetson and flow- 
ing mustaches, plus black frock ccat which 
most of them affectcd. And when I came 
away, I was really one of the “Hinkle 
Troupe of Acrobatic Whirlwinds.” 

Then began for me an association with 
circuses that continued, more or less regu- 
larly, for seventeen successive seasons; 
but not, as will soon be shown, in the ca- 
pacity of acrobat. 

The following Monday matinée I went 
into the ring and took my part with the 
act, without a hitch. I soon learned that 
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everybody connected with a small circus is | 
expected to fill in at various jobs. In the 
early morning parades it became my part 
to ride a horse, dressed up in white satin, 
with the flowing, feather cap of a seven- 
teenth-century courtier. And I started to 
learn trapeze work, with a view to under- 
studying one of the regular artists on the 
flying bar. 


HERE came a sharp interruption to 
the gaiety and glamor of the new life. 
One morning a letter came to my hotel, 
addressed in familiar handwriting. It was 
from Mary. Of course, I had written 
home to tell my family that I had given up 


“railroading” to join the Shelby-Alter 
Show. Thats how Mary knew where 
mail could reach me. But I was in no 
wise prepared for what I read: 
Dear Jim: 

I must see you, and now. I can't 
get through the situation I'm in with- 


out you. The thought of your traveling 
all over the country, now near home, now 
far away from me, is a worry to me. Oh, 
I'm foolish, I guess. But I want to see 
you, and just as soon as you can get here. 
Lovingly, 
Mary. 


That didn’t sound like Mary at all. I 
couldn't imagine her weakening, no matter 
what situation she was in. Then my mind 
flew to another idea, and with it came a 
boiling sensation. I was mad clear through. 

Charlie Higgins! He was at the bottom 
of this hurry-call home, I was certain. In 
some way unknown to me he had prevailed 
upon Mary to get me to come back to town. 
No doubt he had prepared a legal trap of 
some kind, to cheat me of my freedom. 

Then and there I made up my mind not 
to follow my first impulse, but to stay away 
from home—and if I found that Charlie 
was indeed back of this, that he had upset 
Mary and worried her, I'd settle with him 
in a way he'd remember for the rest cf 
his life! 


Is this a fake letter, written 
Charlie Higgins, to lure Jim Kendell 
back to Dover, so he can fulfill his 
threat? There is a sequel to this letter 
that is startling. Even a clever con- 
man may get a surprise that his shrewd 
pens do not provide for. Read in 

ay TRUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES 
of Jim Kendall's colorful experiences 
with the Shelby-Alter Circus, and later, 
what happened to him when he hurried 
back to see Mary. The May issue will 
be on the news-stands April 15th. 


The Clue of the Leering Face 


(Continued from page 27) 


Of course, Kinsella had seemed inter- 
ested, but it was quite likely that this was 
merely my fatuous imagination. You 
never could tell what that Assistant Dis- 
trict Attorney was thinking. He had the 
faculty of masking his feelings in a way 
that would have been worth a fortune to 
a poker player. 


ENTERED the Commissioner's office 
with a hangdog air which, try as I 
might, I couldn’t throw off. And I must 
have looked as dumb as I felt, for the 
Chief sat regarding me with an odd, ironi- 


` 


cal expression for a full minute before he 
spoke. During that pause, I felt like a 
tailors dummy with enormous hands and 
feet which were out of all proportion io 
the rest of the figure. Thanks to my 
mother, my suit was spotless and neatly 
pressed, and she always saw that my shoes 
were shined. It was of those things, rather 
than the murder, that I thought while I 
stood, speechless and uncomíortable, be- 
fore the Commissioner. 

"Go over to the District Attorney's of- 
fice right away. Until further notice you're 
to work under Kinsella!” I heard the 
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dust felt the subtle madness of 
the moor eae d around us. 
"ath w is with the 


strange mystery with which men have 
for centuries, when 
she bewitches the room about her with 
the intoxicating spirit -fragrance of so 
exquisite a blossom as the Narcissus. 
That this witchery may be possible, 
Vantine’s has created a new Narcissus | 
Blossom Temple Incense, whose fra- | 
grance, liberated as it burns, works a 


| subtle and insidious spell. It awaits you, | 


with eight other fragrances, at all drug | 
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"She's a Septic!” 


Many women want to be, deserve to be, and 
could be far more popular than is their lot. 
Doctors know why. 
such cases Septics, 


To remedy obnoxious body odors and bad 
breath, you must recognize their cause. The 
trouble is deep-seated. Frankly, in the colon. 
Semi-constipation makes millions of systems 
septic. The bowels may move every day, but all 
the waste is not eliminated. The matter that 
remains poisons the blood, and eates the 
perspiration. It taints the breath. Nature is 
signaling her need of a little calcium, 


Calcium works wonders in one's appear- 
ance, too, With the inner system estu 
clean, the complexion clears most marvelously. 
Eyes brighten. Teeth whiten. The tongue is 
no longer coated, even on arising. And you 
never need take another harsh cathartic. 


Perhaps you are septic, and don't know it. 
Try a tiny bit of calcium, and see! It may make 
all the difference in the world. Leave harsh, 
habit-forming cathartics alone. You never need 
them if you an occasional calcium tablet. 

Free five-day test of calcium is yours for 
the asking. Nearly every drug store has Stuart’s 
calcium wafers, but a box will be sent you com- 


plimentary, postpaid, if y d A. 
Gon, Dept. C279. Marshall Stites F- A. Stuart 


STUARTS 
CALCIUM WAFERS 


GOV'T. POSITIONS 


Men wanting forest ranger, uar mail clerk, internal 
revenue agent, postoffice clerk, carrier and field clerk posi- 
tions. 1500 to $4500 year. Write for free particulars. 
MOKAN Dept. 225, DENV coto, 


o do nurses. They call 





Here’s a Secret 


If you want to stay youhg-looking, don’t let 
hair darken or fade. For as soon as blonde hair 
starts to lose its gue beauty and brilliance — 
youth goes, too. To keep blonde hair light and 
sparkling—a/ways—use Blondex the new shampoo 
for blonde hair only. Keeps blonde hair from dark- 
ening or streaking—brings back natural lustre and 
oy radiance to faded blonde hair. Leaves hair 

uffy and silky. Not a dye. No harmful ch 
Nearly a million users, Fine for children's hair. 


FREE—TRIAL PACKAGE 


To get a generous trial package of Blondex entire- 

ly free, just send your name and address to Swedish 
s Laboratories, Dept. 44, 303 Fourth Ave., 
New Yotk City. Or you can buy a regular size 


package at any good drug or ent store. 
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Chief speak. His words sifted through 
my despondency, clearing it out in swift, 
clear strokes. 

“Er, thank you, sir. I, er——" I don't 
know what I stammered out. 

The Commissioner smiled. “Good luck!” 
he chuckled, as he picked up a blue-covered 
statement, and signified the interview was 
at an end. 

Ugly, traffic-congested Market Street, 
drifted like buoyant water under my feet 
as I made my way to the Criminal Build- 
ing where the District Attorney's office 
was located. It was my first “special as- 
signment.” My chance had come! I didn't 
dare entertain any thoughts of possible 
failure, though I knew darned well that I 
was going to be given a devilishly hard 
nut to crack. 

I had done a lot of "rough neck" stuff, 
mingling, in disguise, among safe crackers 
and burglars, sleeping in their dives and 
eating in their beaneries. But I had never 
cared for that line of worl:—it was neces- 
sary, of course, but too much like being a 
professional stool-pigeon to suit me. At 
last I was to do some real detective work. 
Kinsella must have been impressed with 
my deductions, I congratulated myself com- 
placently. 

As I entered Mr. Kinsella's office, I 
found some difficulty in replacing a smile, 
which bordered on a smirk, with what I 
considered the earnest and dignified expres- 
sion suitable for an officer entrusted with a 
"special assignment." 

The Assistant District Attorney was re- 
placing the receiver on the hook of his 
telephone as I opened the door. A cryptic 
smile hovered over his lips. On the desk, 
I noticed the early editions of the evening 
papers on the front pages of which were 
glaring head-lines announcing the atrocity 
of the night before. 


















“(MOOD morning, Rayens. I want you 

to get hold of Bill Conners. Keep 
me posted daily. As soon as you find him, 
bring him down here. Do nothing else 
except hunt for him until further orders. 
That's all just now." 

With a nod of dismissal to me, he picked 
up one of the papers, and as something 
displeasing caught his eye his brow corru- 
gated in a heavy frown. 

I knew the Assistant District Attorney 
well enough to realize that he would keep 
close on my heels, and if my daily reports 
did not contain exhaustive, detailed ac- 
counts of my every move, he would want 
to know the reason why. 


As I made my way along the gloomy 
corridors toward the elevator, I strove 
to recall all the information I had ever 
received about the redoubtable gang chief. 


Bill Conners was somewhat of a mys- 
tery to the police. He was evidently well 
educated, while his parents were very poor, 
but thoroughly honest folks. Just where 
and how he had gotten his education, and 
when he first took to wrong-doing, nobody 
around Headquarters has ever found out. 


Leaving the Criminal Building, I made 
a bee-line for the home of old Mr. and Mrs. 
Conners. They lived in a double-decker flat 
on River Avenue between Hickory and 
Sidney Streets. 

His father, an honest bricklayer, came 
to the door when I rang the bell. He 
opened it about a couple of feet, but he 
kept his body in the opening. Over his 


shoulder peered the anxious face of his 
wife. z 

“I want to see Bill,” I said without pre- 
amble. 

“Sure, an’ Bill's not here at all,” Con- 
ners answered positively. "He's over at 
the Oscawana." 

“Now, Conners, what's the use of your 
putting up that bluff?” I spoke sharply, 
though I felt that the old man was un- 
aware of the tragedy. "Bill's place has 
been shot up and he's cleared out. I don't 
believe your son had anything to do with 
the shooting. All the time I've known him, 
I've never known him to carry a gun. But 
the District Attorney wants to see him 
and explain who did the shooting." 

Conners stood staring blankly at me. As 
he did not speak, his wife broke into the 
conversation: “An’ he'll never do that," 
she spoke proudly. “He'll not want to 
tell on the others and he'll just know you 
want him to cough up what he knows." 

Mrs. Conners was a law-abiding, God- 
fearing woman, and it was odd to hear her 
speak so proudly of her notorious son. She 
was not boasting when she asserted he 
would not give his underworld companions 
away. I knew that she was merely stating 
a known fact. However, my job was to 
find Bill and pick him up. To question 
him was Mr. Kinsella's problem. 


ILL was well supplied with funds and 

friends. He had plenty of places to 
hide in and plenty of money to escape with. 
My one hope in capturing him lay in 
locating his wife, a delicate, consumptive 
young woman whom.he adored. 

Working eighteen hours a day, I made a 
tiresome, exhaustive hunt from house to 
house. Conners took none of his asso- 
ciates into his confidence in regard to his 
home life. I figured that I would find 
Mrs. Conners living in some perfectly 
respectable neighborhood, and that, conse- 
quently the people who lived there would 
not be suspicious when a stranger made 
inquiries. 

In this I was right. On the third day, 
I found her in an apartment on upper 
Grant Avenue. She was in bed, very ill, 
with nurses in constant attendance. 

I did not disturb her, but waited until 
Bill would come along, as come along I 
knew he would. Just as dusk was falling, 
I saw a slim young man of average height, 
his face very pale and worn with anxiety, 
step from a taxicab and quickly hand some 
money to the chauffeur. Without turning 
his head, his dark, black-ringed eyes flashed 
up and down the street. 

"Sorry, Bill, but you'll have to come 
down to the District Attorney's office. 
Mr. Kinsella wants to ask you a few ques- 
tions," I told him after he had opened the 
door and found me in the vestibule. I had 
been watching him through the lace cur- 
tain which covered glass panels in the door. 

For an instant he hesitated. “Of course, 
I know what you want me for," he said, 
at last, wearily, "but I swear to you I 
don't know who started the fight. My 
wife's at death's door. I—I can't leave 
her. They telephoned——” 

The words grated through clenched 
teeth. Bill, I knew, wasn't stalling. He 
wasn’t playing for sympathy. The pallor 
of death testified to the mental pain he 
was suffering. 

“You'll have to leave her for a few hours 

(Continued on page 86) 
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Davenport 
Quickly Converted 
into a Full-size 
Double Bed 
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New, brand new ... this 3-piece Velour 
Bed Davenport Suite of costly design below 
regular factory cost! An astounding offer! 
And with it we give you, at no extra charge, 
this stunning floor lamp of very latest style. 


30 Days FREE Trial DIT 


Velon 





Gorgeous 
| lampstands 


^ 63 in. high. 







Pedestal 
finished in 
dullantique 
gold and 
gold stippling 
(hammered 
effect) with 
ebony black 
bands, The 6 
paneloval 
shade is lus- 
trous shirred 
' blue georg- 
ette over rose 
sateen, Regu- 
lar $15 value. 









Never has the good, old-fashioned American dollar bought so 
much in fine furniture. This suite alone would cost you any- 
where else, and theonly reason we can offer you this suite actually 
below factory cost is because we took over the entire output of 
a manufacturer in urgent need of cash. Our good fortune is your 

ood fortune. You know theincreasing popniasity of velour liv- 
ing room furniture—everyone demands velour suites nowadays. 
This one is not only an exquisitely beautiful suite for the living 


davenport, which is concealed and outof way when not in use. 
A living room and bedroom suite combined. Just like having 
another room — a spare bed room for unexpected guests. 
You can actually own this suite and the lamp, have them 
right in your own home, in use, in no time—just send $1 with 
order today. And better still: you can have them on 30 days 
FREE trial. You are sole judge of the value. If you do not be- 
lieve this the 


room, but a full-size comfortable double bed is embodied in the 





BUILT TO LAST FOR YEARS 


Construction of this suite throughout is 
especially sturdy. Strongly made, attrac- 
tive frames are of selected and seasoned 
hardwood, finely finished in rich brown 
mahogany. Covering is an excellent grade 
of figured velour in a beautiful blue and 
taupe pattern that will harmonize with 
any furnishings. Suite is upholstered 
throughout with an abundance of finest, 
sanitary materials, overlaid with pure cot- 
ton batts. Strong, helical coil springs, in 
the seat of each piece, prevent sagging 
und add to the comfort, Davenport has 18 
springs in seat while rocker and arm chair 
have 9 each. All in all, this suite is built 
to last many years. 

The davenport opens with a single easy 
motion into a restful, full-size bed for two 
people. You do notsleepon the upholstery, 
the bed compartment has its own link fab- 
rie spring. During the day bedding is out 
of sight—concealed in davenport interior. 


Home Furnishers to 
the People of America 
for 35 Years 


»SpearéCox« 


Size of bed section 72 inches by 48 inches 
open. Width of davenport overall 54 inches. 
Rocker and arm chair 28 inches wide over- 
all, height of backs from seat 20 inches. 
Just the right proportions to insure com- 
plete comfort and restfulness. 


Take a Year to Pay 

Mail the coupon with $1 today. We will send 
this 3-piece Velour Bed Davenport Suite and 
give you this artistic lamp. Use everything for 
30 days as if it were your own. Then if you are 
not convinced of their worth, return these arti- 
cles, We will refund your first payment and 
transportation charges both ways. You risk 
nothing. 

Order No. WA 4215, 3-Piece Brown 
Mahogany Suite, Blue and Taupe 
Velour covering, and Gift Lamp, Sale 
Priceonly $59.95. Terms $1 withorder, 
$4 monthly. 


PITTSBURGH, PA. 
Dept. M 806 


we will refun 
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eatest bargain ever, return suite and lamp and 
your $1 and transportation charges both ways. 


= Send for Big FREE Book 


This bookis filled from covertocover 
with household treasures—bargains all 
of them—sold on easy payments—sent 
on 30 days’ FREE trial—every purchase 
backed by a gold bond guarantee. There 


are wonderful bargains in furniture, 
rugs, curtains, stoves and everything 
for the home. Sent to you without obli- 
gation to buy. Mail coupon today, 


SPEAR & CO., Dept. M 806, Pittsburgh, Pa. 

Send meat once the Velour Bed-Davenport Suite and the Gift Floor Lamp without 
extra charge, as described above. Enclosed is LE first payment, It A under- 
stood that. if at the end of 30 days’ trial, Lam satisfied, 1 will send you $4 month- 
ly. Order No. WA 4215. Sale Price $59,965, Title remains with you until paid in full. 
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and then—I used 


BROWNATONE 


Y hair was a fright. 
It was dingy and 
streaked with gray. 
Ididn't really notice 
it until I overheard 
several sly remarks. 
'Then I decided to 
have a hair dresser 
treat my hair. But 

















she charged ten 
dollars for the 
treatment. So I 


followed mother's 
advice, "Don't throw 
^ — your money away on 
hair dressers—use BROWNATONE— 
and easily tint your own hair for only fifty 
cents, I have used it for years with wonder- 
fully satisfactory results, Unlike many, it is 
safe and harmless—instantly and perfectly re- 
stores color to the exact tint I like. Only one 
application necessary—then just touch up the 
new hair as it grows in. Marcelling or other 
hair dressing does not affect it. Won't wash 
out—doesn't rub—is natural-looking in strong- 
est lights." 
Without the slightest experience every woman 
can perfectly restore her hair to its exact 
original shade with the very first application 
of BROWNATONE. Or light hair may be 
darkened at will. Immediately effective— 
does not even require a harmful peroxide 
wash, A sure, quick, perfect ti t, guaran- 
teed harmless to hair, scalp [ 
or skin. Any 
shade desired 
from two colors. 
Don't hesitate— 
use it at once. 
At drug and toilet 
counters, Two 
sizes: 50c & $1.50. 











Comedies, Dramas, Vaudeville fets 
Musical Comedies How to Stage a Play 
and Revues, Min Make-ap Goods 
Choruses, s kface plays. Everything 
arnt Cork Shows and All Amateur Entertainments. 
Monologs, Dialogs, Speakers. CATALOGUE FREE. 
T. S. DENISON & CO., 623 So. Wabash, Dept. 75 CHICAGO 





This Simple Way 
to have Lovely Eyes! 


Your eyes are your most bemisciing 
charm—especially when they are fringe 

with long, dark lashes. Itis their fascinating 
sweep that makes your eyes beautiful—im- 
parting alluring magic to your every glance. 


Make your lashes appear longer and 
heavier merely by darkening your lashes with 
WINX, the waterproof liquid. Applied with 
the brush attached to the stopper of the 
bottle, WINX dries instantly, is harmless, 
and will not rub or smear. At Drug or 
Department stores or by mail. Black or 
brown, 75c. WINXETTE (cake form), black 
or brown, 50c. U. S. or Canada. 


OFFER! Mail 12c for a generous sample of Winx. 
ROSS COMPANY 
244-D West 17th St. 

New York aterproof 
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anyway; you know it.” I spoke gruffly, 
though I couldn't help feeling sorry for 
the man. “I'll go up with you so you can 
pay her a little visit, but you'll have to 
come on down-town immediately after- 
wards.” 

It wasn't a pleasant task being present 
at that visit. I would rather have en- 
tered one of the toughest dives with my 
badge plastered with phosphorus, and ar- 
rested a desperado single-handed, than have 
gone into that dainty little bedroom and 


been killed. 
description." 
"What did the fellow 
the murdered man look 
asked. 
"He reminded me vaguely of Terry Mc- 


I recognized him from the 


who introduced 
like?” Kinsella 


Govern. He was flashily dressed. "That's 
all I can say." 
Mr. Kinsella allowed Conners to go, 


even though he realized that he knew much 
more than he told. No matter how wor- 
ried he was, his training as a gang leader 


faced the sweet-faced little woman lying ee would have enabled him to note the pres- 


back wanly on a pile of fluffy white pillows. 


UT there was nothing else for me to 

do. I kept my mind on Kinsella's or- 
ders and shut my ears to the sick wife's 
pleading voice, begging her Bill not to 
leave her again. 

All the way down-town, her voice kept 
echoing in my ears. Neither of us spoke. 
Bil sat with his face turned to the win- 
dow, his elbow on the arm rest, his chin 
cupped in his hand. Would he squeal? 
I wondered. If he “came across” he 
could return to his dying wife immediately. 
If not—— 

His face 
arriving at 
cab. 

Once, in the District Attorney's office, 
for a second I thought he was about to 
break down when he asked permission to 
call up his home. I explained circum- 
stances to Mr. Kinsella, and he handed 
over the phone. The conversation was very 
brief, but it left him even more haggard 
than before. 

“The quicker you tell us all you know, 
the quicker you'll get out of here, Con- 
ners,” the Assistant D. A. reminded him. 
"Give us your version, anyway." 

"I was standing at the curb with my dog 
on a leash when a hansom cab drove up," 
he said, after moistening his dry lips. 
“Two men stepped out of it. One paid 
the driver, and then, seeing me, he came 
up and addressed me. 

“ ‘Hello, Bill,’ he said. ‘How are you? 
I want you to meet my friend So-and-so.’ 

“Honestly, I don't remember the name," 
he continued, anticipating Mr. Kinsella’s 
question, “I was very much worried 
over my wife's health. I didn't notice what 
the man who addressed me said, and I 
swear to you that I don't know who the 
man was. Lots of absolute strangers who 
came to the Oscawana called me by my 
first name—thought it smart, I suppose. 

"[ went in and saw the two men go up 
to the bar and order drinks. Very shortly 
afterwards, I went into our dance hall. 
'The bartender came to me and said that a 
party had arrived and wanted champagne. 
We had none in the place. I told him to 
send Gudell, who owned the bootblack 
stand, to get it. 

"Everything seemed quiet. Then sud- 
denly a fight started up. Before I could 
get into the barroom, somebody had 
smashed the lights out. The battle was 
carried into the dance hall and everybody 
there cleared out. 

“The whole thing was over in less than 
a minute, as those things always are. I 
knew the police would be along, so. I 
cleared out. "That's all. It wasn't until 
the early evening editions came out with 


was set in a mask when, on 
our destination, we left the 


the news that I knew that stranger had | 


ence of enemies. And there were many 
enemies of his there that night, as develop- 
ments proved. 

"Your next job is to hunt for a man who 
looks like Terry McGovern, " was Kin- 
sella s curt order. Naturally, he had been 
disappointed in his examination of Con- 
ners, but I knew that had the man not been 
in such a distressed state of mind over his 
wife's condition, we would have obtained 
absolutely nothing. In the “man who 
looks like Terry McGovern" he had at 
least flung us a sop which was some sort 
of a definite clue to work on. 

Hunting for a man, with only this meager 
description to go by, among men and women 
who were habitually suspicious of all in- 
quiries, was a rather hopeless task. Also, 
since this person was not an underworld 
character, we could expect no assistance 
from “stools.” 

I posed as a friend of the man I sought 
and, disguised as a down-and-outer, I cir- 
culated throughout the rookeries which clut- 
ter up the congestéd East Side. I explained 
that the real name of my friend was Harry 
Sandler, but that I believed he was just 
then living under an alias. With me I car- 
ried a soiled snap-shot of McGovern which 
I exhibited when necessary. 

At a soft-drink stand on the corner of 
one of the streets which cut through Clare- 
mont Street, I obtained my first lead. The 
old woman who ran it looked me over close- 
ly before giving me her information. I was 
dressed in a cheap ill-fitting suit which 
closely resembled those handed out by Sing 
Sing to departing guests. Evidently her 
scrutiny was more favorable than flattering, 
for there was a decidedly sympathetic ex- 
pression on her face as she said: 

“T haven't seen him ‘round for quite a 
spell, but a whiles back, I saw Hetty Gor- 
don chasin’ round with a bloke like your 
friend.” 

Hetty Gordon, or Handsome Hetty as she 
was monickered, was well known to the 
police. She had quite some local fame as 
a heart-breaker, a good money-maker from 
obscure sources, and a “lady” over whom 
more than one fight had been waged. 

These duels were strictly inter-gang af- 
fairs; alien admirers were regarded as nec- 
essary evils and were outside the pale of 
possible jealousy. In suggesting that the 
mysterious stranger had been murdered be- 
cause of some gunman's moll, I believed 
that Murphy was wrong. 

Just where Hetty secluded herselí during 
the daytime when she was not engaged in 
shoplifting—at which nefarious art she was 
one of the most skillful—I did not know. 
However, with the fall of night, she had 
been accustomed to mingling with the 
merrymakers at the Oscawana. Since that 
resort was closed, I figured that she had 
‘probably transferred her patronage to Lew 


Terrell's saloon and dance hall, a much be- 
gilded place of pleasure on Dacer Street. 

I thanked the old woman and lounged off 
in the direction of the nearest subway. 

On arriving home, I changed into my 
regular "civvies" and then called up the 
District Attorney's office to find out who 
had performed the autopsy on the body 
found in the Oscawana. There was nothing 
further I could do on the detail Mr. Kin- 
sella had handed me until night, and I was 
curious to find out if the Medical Exami- 
ner corroborated my theory about the man- 
ner of the victim's death. 

I learned that Doctor Joe Flavelle was 
the man. 

He was on the point of leaving his house 
on a homicide call when I arrived. Briefly, 
I put my theories before him. A humor- 
ous grin flashed beneath his small dark 
mustache and his beady black 
twinkled. 

“You think because the dead man had 
a smirk on his face when he was shot 
that he died without knowing what struck 
him?” he queried. I nodded. “Well, Ed- 
die, you've seen quite a number of dead 
people. Has it ever struck you how peace- 
ful and happy most of them look, even 
when they have died in the 
agony ?" 

“Yes, that’s so, but I never saw one 
with a silly smirk before," I stuttered. 
The blasé saw-bones' sarcastic voice got 
under my skin. 

"Don't get huffy, old man," he chuckled. 
"As a matter of honest truth, you know 
as much as any of us medicos do as to 
why dead people look Maybe 
its because they are glad to leave this 
wicked world, and be rid once and for all 
with its troubles. However, doctors do 
know that a smile is quite often a sign 
of pain just as contorted features are. 
When a baby smiles in his sleep, the phy- 
sician recognizes the smile as a sign that 
the infant is suffering that acute 
modic pain in its tummy which is called 
colic.” 


eyes 


greatest 


pleasant. 


spas- 


“THEN you believe that he man may 

have been accidentally shot?" I asked 
gruffly, refusing to smile at his facetious- 
ness. It was a serious matter with me. 
If the man had been murdered, aíter we 
found someone to identify him, it would 
probably be an easy enough matter to find 
the motive—and from that, the murderer. 
If he were accidentall shot in a mêlée, 
there was every likelihood of the case re- 
maining an unsolved mystery. 

“Oh, I believe he was murdered without 
question," he said more gravely. "He was 
shot through the heart deliberately and 
the bullet was fired by a .38-caliber pistol 
which must have been held very close to 
the body—so close that there were powder 
marks on the shirt, as you noticed. But, 
really, my dear fellow, the subject of just 
what causes instantaneous rigidity of the 
muscles in certain cases of death has been 
endlessly debated and never definitely de- 
cided upon." 

Upon leaving Doctor Flavelle, I called 
up the Assistant District Attorncy and told 
him that I believed I should have some- 
thing interesting to report later on in the 
night. Until I had interviewed Hetty, 
there was no use in mentioning the fact 
that I had fallen on another lead which 
might prove—like many others—a will- 
o’-the-wisp. 
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Are You lired of the 
Wallflowers Corner? 


Do you envy this popular fellow who has . 

all the fun and the friends? Do you long to cóme out 
ofthe wallflower'scorner andbein the centerofthings? 
You can, easily, if you will learn to play a 


VES CLA 
Tue Tone Saxophone 


One hour each evening, for ten evenings, and you have 
made a good start. Children with no previous musical instruction 
frequently master scales in an hour and play tunes the first week. 
Three lessons given on request with each new Buescher Saxo- 
phone give this quick, easy start. 


Only with a Buescher Can You Make Rapid Progress 


Only with the easy fingering Buescher True Tone is this rapid prog- 
ressassured. The keysystem is so simplified it’s almost as easy to play a Buescher 
astoplaya on Sage solo. You don’t have to fussand favor forcertain notes. 
You just open or close the key and blow normally fora full, rich, melodious tone. 
Every Child Should Learn to Play 
Children especially should be taught to play some musical instrument, Saxophone, 
Trombone, Trumpet, or Cornet. We urge starting with the Saxophone because 
children love it and because it is the easiest to master. Wind instrument practice 
makes healthy minds and bodies. Music students invariably stand 7% above the 
average in all other subjects at school. 
Take Any Buescher Home for 6 Days’ Trial 

We wantto put a Buescher, any brass wind instrument you choose, in your home 
for six days’ trial. See what you can do in thattime. Test yourself. We know you 
will like it. Easy terms of payment. Play as you Pay. Get the details of this won- 
derful plan. No obligation. Mail coupon today. 


BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO. 2n 
Everything in Band and Orchestra Instruments 


1961 Buescher Block Elkhart, Indiana 
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This beautiful book 
po the complete 

istory of the Saxo- 
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the Pepe d is so 
easy to learn to play. 
Init you will find the 
firstlesson chart and. 
many interesting 
bictures. Sent free 
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Are you ever 


Do you say “who” when you should say 
“whom”? Do you say “between you and 
I" instead of “between you and me’? Do 
you mispronounce common words in your 
speech or use them incorrectly when you 
write? ... Many a man has been held 
down all his life and suffered untold em- 
barrassment because of mistakes in English. 


ashamed of 


You do not need to make these mistakes 
any longer. Right at home, in spare time, 
in the privacy of your own room, you can 
make up the education you missed in the 
days that you should have been at school. 
The International Correspondence Schools 
will teach you, just as they have taught 
thousands of other men, by a simple new 
method which shows you instinctively which 
word to use and how to use it. 


Sor Free Booklet 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 3199-B, Scranton, Penna. 


Without cost or obligation on my part, please send me 


one of your Free klets and tell me how I can qualify 
for the position or in the subject before which I have 
marked an X: 
LJGOOD ENGLISH 
Business Management Salesmanship 
Industrial Management French — [] Spanish 
Personnel Management. Advertising 
Traffic Management Better Letters 
Business Law Show Card Lettering 
Banking and Banking Law Ey d and Typing 
Accountancy (including Civil Service 
C.P. A.) Railway Mail Clerk 
Micon Cost Accounting Common School Subjects 
Book High School Subjects 
Private ~ ae Illustrating 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 


Electrical Engineering Radio 
Electric Lighting Architect 
Blueprint Readin; 


Mechanical Engineer 

Mechanical Draftsman Contractor and Builder 
Machine Shop Practice Architectural Draftsman 
Concrete Builder 


Railroad Positions 


Gas Engine Operating Structural Engineer 
Civil Engineer Chemistr: Pharmacy 
gusseyine and Mapping Automobile Work 
e urgy Airplane Engines 

cam Eng Agriculture and Poultry 
tes ineering athematics 





Occupation... = ee 
Poke A residing in "Canada. “should Test. ‘this cou- 
the International Correspondence Schools 

? canadian Limited, Montreal, Canada 





BE A MAGICIAN! 


Gaze into the fascinating CRYSTAL BALL. 
Tell your friends all the intimate things 
\ * there. You will 






fi 


JJ order tora CRYSTAL BALL. Send money 


or pay postman. (Ball in 2 sizes: $2.25 and 
$3.25) FREE each order. 
Order NOW. 


CRYSTAL BALL CO. 
901 Broadway, Dept. 32, N. Y. C. 


(OMPLEXION BEAUTY 


depends on thorough but gentle 
skin cleansing. The safe soap to use is 


esinol 


True Detective Mysteries 


At nine o'clock I sauntered into Lew 
'Terrell's and found Hetty seated at one 
of the small tables at the farther end of 
the room. In the glow of the pink-shaded 
candles, her peaches-and-cream complexion 
and blonde curls gave the girl a fictitious 
appearance of youth and innocence. In 
years, Hetty was only seventeen, but in 
sin she was as old as the ages. When 
she caught sight of me, her large blue 
eyes lost their baby stare and hardened, 
her rouged lips, which had been smiling 
coquettishly at a natty-appearing young 
sailor, lapsed into a sullen pout. 

Otherwise, she scorned to notice my 
presence when I approached her table, until 
I bluntly requested a word with her in 
private. The youth took the hint and de- 
parted after first favoring me with a black 
look of suspicion. 

"Say, listen here, youse," she snapped 
angrily as soon as we were alone, "what 
d'youse mean comin' here an' askin' fer a 
word with me in private? Everybody here 
knows youse is a bull, and I'll be losin’ 
me reputation !" 


"QR cut that out, Hetty," I laughed. 

'Be yourself. I want you to tell me 
the name of that man you were going 
around with that looks like Terry McGov- 
ern," then seeing a blank look on her face, 
I showed her the snap-shot. 

"Geib, you mean?" she spoke before she 
thought. Then she bit her lower lip in 
chagrin as she realized that she had made 
a slip. "I don't know who youse mean," 
she amended surlily. 

“Oh, yes, you do? I insisted sternly. 
“And you know the man he chummed with, 
too. The—man—who—was—found—mur- 
dered—in — the—Oscawana." While I 
said this, I held her eyes with mine. They 
contracted sharply for a flash of a split 
second, and then became black and lower- 
ing. 

“I give youse my woid, if youse was to 
arst me to swear on me dead mother's 
grave, I don't know a t'ing 'bout dat trick. 
An' I don't know that bloke, either." Hetty 
protested with many expletives, and pointed 
to the picture which I had laid on the 
table. 

"Well, I want you to come to the morgue 
and identify the dead man," I told her, 
rising to my feet. "Either that or you 
come straight to the District Attorney's 
office with me. Mr. Kinsella's waiting for 
us. If you can't tell us anything, maybe 
the men of the Loft Squad would be in- 
terested in learning where the sable pelts 
came from that I see so democratically 
hobnobbing with ‘Grand Street Cat’ in 
your doggy coat.” 

A visit to the morgue meant nothing in 
Hetty’s hectic life, while, as I suggested, a 
visit to the D. A.’s office was full of un- 
pleasant probabilities. She reluctantly 
chose the best of the two evils and agreed 
to meet me at the house of the unknown 
dead at 11 o'clock. 

I made the appointment for 11 o'clock 
for two reasons. One was I wished to 
have a talk with two men belonging to 
the Ninety-eighth Precinct who had posed 
as sailors and hung around the Oscawana 
for about a month before the murder. 
Second, I wanted to give the Assistant 
District Attorney as much information 
about the woman as I could, and obtain 
instruction for her disposal. 


I was, of course, not the only man work- 
ing on the case. During the time I had 
been engaged in looking up Bill Conners 
and trying to get a line on Terry McGov- 
ern’s double, the Detective Bureau at 
Headquarters had thrown a net over the 
underworld and dragged in scores of gun- 
men. These had been strenuously cross- 
questioned about the identity of the dead 
man, only to respond with stoical silence. 
Some admitted having seen him at one 
time or another, but none professed to have 
the faintest knowledge of who he was. 


A the station-house, I was fortunate 
in finding the two detectives I sought. 
'They knew Handsome Hetty very well, 
but told me that she had been ordered by 
Bill Conners to keep away from the Osca- 
wana because she had been the cause of 
a disturbance there on one occasion. 

"Were you there at the time?" I asked 
the man. 

"No, it was on my night off," he said, 
"but I heard about it. She was dancing 
with a sap named Gleason and Joe Wer- 
ner called out some fresh remark. The 
sap didn't resent the remark, but 'Pug' 
McManus got mad and arranged to meet 
Joe outside later on. Gleason was invited 


to go ‘long. Next morning McManus 
was found dead. They’re still working on 
that.” 


And that was all I got there. As I was 
leaving, Captain Griffin entered. 

“Listen, Eddie,” he said, and a wry 
smile wreathed his lips, “you better make 
good, for I've heard a whisper that you're 
to be transferred to;the backwoods for the 
good of the service. Tough luck!” 


It was worse than that. I was at that 
time planning to get married, and a trans- 
fer would certainly mean postponement, 
for transference means also demotion in 
rank and consequent reduction of salary. 

So far, the Oscawana murder looked 
like one of those crimes which defy solu- 
tion. 

I called up Mr. Kinsella and found hiin 
still busy at work down-town. I didn't 
even know whether he had other men be- 
sides myself working on the case. I was 
simply plunging along in the dark, but I 
told him what I knew of Handsome Hetty's 
connection with the affair, slight as ;t 
seemed. 

"Bring ‘her down to see me after she 
has viewed the body," he told me briefly. 
My news didn't seem to interest him much 
—at least his voice sounded that way to me. 

Fagged out, discouraged and my nerves 
on edge, I went to my rendezvous with 
Handsome Hetty. We had arranged to 
meet in the back room of a saloon across 
the street from the morgue. The girl 
would be on her guard, of course, and 
would be shy on identifying the murdered 
man. 

That she had changed her “sable” coat 
for a simple, but smart, light velvet 
wrap, was significant. Hetty came pre- 
pared for trouble and did not want to risk 
appearing before the District Attorney or 
police officials wearing pelts which might 
lead to embarrassing questions. Her cun- 
ning, in this instance, acted like a boomer- 
ang. It convinced me that she knew the 
unknown and expected to walk into some 
sort of a trap. 

The morgue was an ugly sight that 
night—more gruesome even than usual. 


An epidemic was raging in the city and 
a load of uníortunates had just arrived. 
When we entered, the custodian was grum- 
bling because he had no place to accom- 
modate them all. 


OT a bit disturbed, Hetty held her 
wrap closely about here and stepped 
daintily in the wake of our guide. 

I watched her íace closely as the oven- 
like aperture was opened, and the slab on 
which the mysterious stranger lay was 
pulled out for our inspection. She was 
unable to control her features, struggle as 
she might. 

I knew that Hetty recognized the corpse. 
Her hands opened and closed convulsively 
sign that she was bracing herself 
against some sort of betrayal, and her jaw 
dropped. 

“I—never—seen—that stiff before," 
Hetty slowly. 

"You're lying, 
know who he is, but you know 
murderer is!" That was a long shot, 
it found the target. Hetty was not 
artist in applying make-up; when every 
vestige of natural color left her face, two 
splotches of rouge remained harshly out- 
lined on a surface of dead white. "In 
shielding him you are obstructing justice 
and will be sent up for a long term as an 
accessory aíter the crime.  Geib will 
tell 

“But you ain't found Geib!” she asserted 
with almost a snarl While she spoke 1 
glanced, as if involuntarily, over her 
shoulder, simulated annoyance and slightly 
shook my head. Just a bit of play-acting ; 
there was nothing but dead bodies behind 
Hetty. 

However, she fell 
looked hastily in the direction of my 
glance. Seeing nothing, she looked at me 
suspiciously. This by-play had taken only 
a few seconds. When she answered, all 
bravado had disappeared. I could see that 
she thought Geib was on the premises. 

"Im asking questions, not answering 
them,” I snapped. “Are you going to 
come across?” 

"Its Gleason," she whispered. “But 
honest, Sergeant, I don't know a t'ing "bout 
who bumped him off. If Geib says I do, 
he's a liar! Gleason was just a soft guy; 
he warn't no fighter. Just blew in once 


— 


said 
Hetty. You not only 
who his 
but 
an 





into the trap and 


in a whiles. He was a fall guy wit’ his 
dough and he paid for peace." 
That was all I wanted; in fact, I had 


gotten more than I expected. Gleason, 
the cause of her exclusion, was the vic- 
tim. There we had a motive. I took her 
down-town as prearranged. Mr. Kinsella 
was waiting for us. Before he started his 
examination, I linked up the Oscawana 
scrap over Hetty and the murder, for his 
consideration in directing the questions. 


T was midnight when we reached the 
Criminal Building. For three hours the 


Assistant District Attorney and myself 
put Hetty through a rigid examination. 
During that time she lied, exaggerated, 


boasted, tripped herself up and was trapped, 
time and again. The complete statement 
as taken down by a stenographer resembled 
a picture puzzle with as many odd pieces 
as there were serviceable parts. 


What we learned was, briefly, as fol- 
lows: Geib was an ironworker who had 
some affiliations in the East Side—just 
what they were she didn’t know. Lew 
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Free Trial 


We've smashed the price on this offer! 
Only $1.00 with the coupon below bri 

this amazing Floor Lamp and Silk Shade 
bargain to your home on 30 days' trial. 
See for yourself what an unbelievable 
value x is. Notice the quality, the hand- 
some design, the elegance it addsto your 
room. After 30 days' trial, if you're not 
delighted with the bargain, send it back at 
our expense and we'll refund your $1.00 
plus any transportation charges you paid. 


"I*aMonth 


But if you decide to keep the lamp and 
shade, start paying only $1.50 a month until 


you've paid that rock-bottom, smashed 

price, only $13.95. Think of SUE 95 for 

such a value! You couldn't gy it any- 

where else even for spot ca: And we » 

not only save Zou money but Eve ve wus the a 
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below now while this money saving, offer lasts. 

Only $1.00 deposit with coupon, 30 days trial — 
you don't lose a penny if not satisfied. 
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Complete 


On Easy 
Pay- 


Floor Lamp 


and 


Silk Shade 


You'll be surprised to see how 
much elegance and luxury and 
what a soft, restful atmosphere 
this beautiful floor lamp and silk 
shade will add to your home. It 
is both useful and decorative. 


- The standard 
The Lam Ar is of selected 
wood, hand turned in graceful and 
pleasing outline. It is finished in spun 
ronze and rich polychrome coloring, 
our most attractive finish and now pre- 
ferred in up-to-date and best furni 
homes. Has beautifully ornamented 
metal, brass finished base which is not 
only rich in appearance but makes the 
lamp wonderfully solid and substantial. 
Has fancy solid gren top ornament. 2 pull 
chains and 2 ect en eavy Wy Say tasseled pull 
cords. Hei stan 58 inches. 


The hte A. work of ex- 


quisite taste and 
designed according to the most exclusive 
ideas in interior decoration. Has 10 deeply 
shirred panels with round corners, Alternate 
panels are in Blue Silk Georgette and fancy 
ornamented silk. Trimmed with wide tinsel 
Pending all around top, middle and bottom. 


are lue ok fringe and lining to match. 
es in diameter. 


For Electricity Only 


Comes completely wired with 8 ft. electric 

cord and two piece plug. Shipping weight 

about 30 Ibs. 

Order by No. G9830A. Send Jamie Er. .00 
with the coupon; $1.50 

Total bargain price for lamp po shade 

only $13.95 while this special sale lasts. 
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“Since then I’ve been earn 
ing over $100 every week 
selling the Stay-Prest Trou- 
ser Presse says S, L. Pat- 
terson of Iowa. Jack Ames 
made $24.00 in Pus hours 
Randle sold twenty-five the 
first day. Mary Roberts 
cleared $10.00 in one 

ning. You too can make big 
money by selling this 





Keeps pants always 
pressed. Puts in knife 
edge crease, removes 
baggy knees and 
smooths out entire 
Surface, Easy to use—takes only a few seconds. 
No steam or heat. Saves nap of cloth. Length- 
ens life of trousers. Durably made of hardwood 
—lasts years. Finished in black leatherette. 
All metal parts heavily nickeled. Looks rich. 
Fits any size trousers. Folds to 15 inch 
pus to fit small handbag. Over 250,000 


dem c-r cm 


Your profits in advance. Simply write orders, 
We ship and collect. Stay-Prest sells ; Quickly 
—average sale made in 8 minutes. 40% profit. 
Newest thing out. Big repeater. 


FREE -+ To Man or Woman 


Special offer enables you to obtain Selling 
Outfit absolutely free—everything you need 
to take orders. We guarantee you will make 
sales. Write for plan and exclusive territory. 
The Getgey-Jung Co. D-79 G. & J. Bldg. Cincinnati, Ohio 
Smith & Rourke, 110 Dundas Street, London, 
Ontario, Canada, 


BE A DETECTIVE 


Earn Big Money; Open to all; Fine work; cities, towns, 
traveling; we show you; particulars free; write Captain 





Wagner, 169 East 83rd Street, New York City. 





$1140 to $3300 Year 


TRAVEL—SEE YOUR COUNTRY 
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Rush to me free 


Pleasant work in the various govern- es" 
ment offices at Washington, D. C. G 

of charge (1) full descri 
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True Detective Mysteries 


'Terrel's dance hall was his regular hang- 
out. He and Gleason worked in foundries 
somewhere across the state line. They 
didn't have any friends at Lew Terrell's— 
nobody had paid any attention to them. 

On the night of the murder the two men 
met Hetty and another girl, dined them 
and took them to a theater. They wanted 
to go on to the Oscawana, but since Hetty 
was not allowed to enter there, the two 
girls were told to go to Lew Terrell’s and 
their escorts promised to pick them up 
later. 

Hetty admitted that “Dude” Wilson, who 
at that time was the Beau Brummel of the 
underworld, was her sweetheart, but she 
strenuously denied that he had anything to 
do with the shooting. 

“Dude knows that a lady must live,” was 
the way she put it, according to the record. 
“Gleason was an easy mark. ‘That's all he 
was, the poor stiff. And he treated me 
always as a poifet lady—no rough stuff. 
But as fer Dude bein’ jealous— course, 
the boys is always ready fer a scrap among 
theirselves over their lady frens. But they 
haven't nottin' to do wit' them oder guys. 

“Besides,” Hetty continued, as we 
watched her dubiously, “Dude ain't here 
just now. He's in Baltimore." 

Hetty was taken away and locked up in 
the House of Detention as a material wit- 
If Dude were in Baltimore, he had 
had a serious reason for going there. An 
habitué of one city's underworld is as 
much at home in another town as a fish 
out of water. 

With the information on hand, I had 
little difficulty in locating Geib; there was 
a lot of leg work but little of interest in 
the search. The problem was how to get 
him. We couldn't arrest him where we 
found him—that was out of our jursidic- 
tion—and we had nothing on him to war- 
rant extradition. 


ness. 





ORTUNATELY, Geib for the time 

being was out of touch with the deni- 
zens of the East Side, for Hetty's disap- 
pearance was the talk of the underworld. 
Suspicion there was, of course, that she 
had been picked up, for my conversation 
with her had not gone by unnoticed. 


I took a chance, however, and sent a 
decoy letter to the susceptible ironworker, 
signing Handsome Hetty’s name to it. 
My case depended on him. In naming 
Lew Terrell's as the rendezvous, I realized 
that I was treading on dangerous ground, 
but had I mentioned any other place, Geib 
might have become alarmed. I was des- 
perately afraid that he would be inter- 
cepted as it was. 

When it came time for the appointment, 
I hung around the entrance. Everything 
seemed to be sitting pretty when I saw the 
hulking figure of the ironworker swinging 
up the sidewalk. 

'Then, out of a clear sky, trouble came. 
I was standing with my back to the wall— 
a precaution always taken by detectives in 
dangerous localities—keeping a keen look- 
out for danger. But, even when a man is 
cross-eyed, he can't look in two directions 
at once. Just as I was congratulating my- 
self that no one had penetrated my dis- 
guise, and was preparing to meet Geib, a 
man bumped into me from the left. It 
was a deliberate action, an invitation to 
fight—but I refused to be distracted. 

However, I couldn't afford to disregard 


him. I pretended to lunge at him. At 
this, a plain-clothes man whom I had 
planted on the opposite side of the street, 
rushed over and placed my antagonist 
under arrest. I recognized the prisoner as 
"Dagger" Danny, a game little gangster 
who had literally slashed his way to fame. 

Geib's overwhelming curiosity led him to 
throw caution to the winds. He walked 
right into my arms when he came up 
rushing to see the fight. 

"Mr. Geib, the District Attorney wants 
to see you at his office right away," I told 
him, flashing my shield. “Come quietly 
or there's liable to be trouble, and you may 
be the one to get shot this time." 

He had no underworld connections and 
his code was that of the average citizen, 
“Self-preservation first!" He had, also, 
the average citizen’s horror of the “third 
degree.” While he hesitated, I explained: 

"[ sent you the decoy letter, but the 
thugs 'round here don't know that. They 
probably imagine you met me here volun- 
tarily by appointment—and you know they 
shoot first and investigate later on." 

Had he had his wits about him, he would 
have known that the gangsters would 
never in the world have suspected him of 
making a rendezvous with a cop at Lew 
'Terrell's, but he was naturally flustered, 
and went along quietly, if sullenly. 


NCE in Mr. Kinsella's office, he spoke 


frankly and without any effort to 
shield anyone. 
“After we left the two skirts,” he said, 


“Gleason and me went on to the Oscawana. 
We went in through the dance hall, back 
into the barroom'that's behind it. We or- 
dered drinks. Pretty soon Harry Walsh 
came in with several of his gang, Dude 
Wilson, Dagger Danny and Johnny Rich- 
ards. I knew them by sight and pointed 
them out to Jack. " 
“The Walsh bunch ordered champagne. 
There wasn't any in the house, and some- 
body went to tell Bill Conners. He came 
in, gave some money to the man at the 
bootblack stand and told him where to go 
for it. Dude came over near us. He had a 
glass of beer in-his hand and spilt some 
of it over Gleason’s coat. Dude was sore 
because Gleason was the cause of Hetty's 
being kept out of the Oscawana, where 
she used to make good money dancing 
with the men who came in and so on." 


“Then what happened?" Mr. Kinsella 
asked. 

“Well, Gleason was never looking for 
a fight, so he got up and went into the 
washroom to wipe off the beer. Harry 
Walsh’s bunch were talking with their 
heads together. 

“When Bill Conners goes back to the 
dance hall, one of Harry’s boys says out 
loud :, ‘Who can fight here?’ or something 
like that. They dashed towards the wash- 
room. I got behind the bootblack stand. 
I saw Dude aim his gat at Bill Conners, 
who had re-entered the place when the 
shout went up. Just at that moment, Glea- 
son came out of the washroom. He was 
rather stewed, and was grinning foolishly 
—trying to look pleasant, like's if he hadn't 
seen the invitation to a fight when the beer 
was spilled on him. 

“I honest don't know if Dude meant to 
shoot Gleason when the fight started, or 
if he just got rarin’ mad when he seen him 
grinnin’ like that. Anyway, the shot caught 


fairly amidships. He crumpled 
up on the floor. The lights were shot out 
and we all cleared out.” 

“Didn't you investigate to find out if 
your friend was still alive?” Mr. Kinsella 
asked him. 

“Naw, I got out with the rest,” he re- 
plied with a callous sneer. “I didn’t want 
to get mixed up in any trouble. And Glea- 
son wasn't any particular friend of mine. 
Used to loan me money sometimes, other- 
wise I wouldn't have bothered with the 
sap. He never told me where he lived and 
I wasn't inquisitive.” 

Dagger Danny was already in custody 
in a peculiarly fortunate way. Almost, it 
looked, as if he ha' invited arrest when 
he saw Geib walking right up to me, 
whom he must have recognized. 

Was Dagger Danny angry at his pal's 
desertion? Certainly a police station was 
the last place on earth for a íriend of 
Dude Wilson's to be on that particular 
night. Anyway, he "came across" without 
much urging. 


Gleason 


NSPECTOR FENTON from Police 

Headquarters went quietly down to Bal- 
timore, secured extradition papers and 
brought back Dude Wilson before the least 
inkling leaked along the underworld grape- 
vine which often succeeds in hand- 
cuffing the arms of the law. 

Though he engaged one of the greatest 
criminal lawyers in America for his de- 
fense, Dude was sentenced to from ten 
to twenty years in Sing Sing when he 
was found guilty of murder in the 
second degree. Little Dagger Danny 
died of pneumonia before the case came 
to trial, and Johnny Richards was killed 
in a street fight the day after the 
word was broadcast that Dude had been 
arrested. 

One afternoon a year after Dude Wilson 
had been sent up the River, Handsome 
Hetty called to see. me. 


I had been transferred, as Captain Grif- 
fin had prophesied, but instead of being 
sent to the "sticks" I was promoted to 
first-grade detective and made a member 
of the District Attorney's staff. 

"Well, Hetty," I greeted her, "this is a 
surprise. How comes it?" Some extraor- 
dinary reason must have brought her to 
the D. A.s office—regarded by girls in 
her class as more dangerous that a nest 
of rattlesnakes. 

“Well, say, Mr. Rayens, the year's up, 
ain't it?" She was decidedly flustered. 
“You don't need to keep Gleason's things 
any longer?” 

Hetty referred to the law which orders 
that all evidence belonging to any murder 
case be retained intact for one year after 
the conviction of the criminal, in case he 
might decide to appeal. 

“What in the world——" I began, when 
she interrupted : 

“Well, say, can't I have his boots as a 
keepsake?” 

“Why, Hetty,” I said. “I thought there 
was nothing between you and Gleason. I 
thought you said he was just a fall guy—an 
easy mark.” 

“Yah,” answered Hetty softly, “he was. 
He warn't much on nerve. He warn't great 
shakes as a bruiser. But he was a quiet, 
nice, generous gent. Besides," she added, 
"they can't try Dude over again for the 
same offense." 


so 
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Heres a Queer Way 


To Learn Music 






No teacher—no monotonous exercises or 
Just a simple, easy 
home study method. Takes only a few 
minutes—costs only a few cents—a day. 
No ''grind" or hard work. Every step is 
clear as crystal—simple as A. B. C. through- 
You'll be surprised at your own 


confusing details. 


out. 
rapid progress! 


Wr would have ever thought that the learning 
of music could be simplified? Seems almost too 
p be true to think of learning to play your 


avorite instrument without long hours of practice— 7 


tedious : scales and expensive teachers, 
doesn’t it? 


Yet that’s exactly how you learn this new 
way. The only thing that is queer about 
this amazing method is the fact that it’s so 
different from all ordinary methods. 


But although this marvelous home study 
method is different and compatatiyay new 
it has already been carefully tested and 
proved by almost half a million people 
all over the world. Judge from that 
how satisfactory, reliable and easy it 
must be. 


Musical Talent 
Not Needed 


Even if you have never 
touched an instrument before 
you can't go wrong this amaz- 
ingly easy way. For every 
step, from beginning to end, 
is right before your eyes in 
print and picture. You al- 
ways know what to do and 
how to do it. No guesswork. 
No delays. If you make a 
mistake you correct it your- 
self and continue. It's really 
fun learning to play this way, 
you proceed so rapidly. From the start you 
are playing real tunes perfectly by note. 
And almost before you realize it you will be 
able to play anything—the popular ''Jazz" 
or those classical selections for which there 
is always a big demand at concerts and 
home entertainments. 


Piano 
Organ 
Violin 
Clarinet 
Flute 
Harp 
Cornet 
*Cello 
Guitar 


Best of all no matter which instrument 
you choose the cost of learning is just the 
same in each case, just a few cents a day. 


Have Fun—Win New Friends 


Just think of all the pleasure you've been 
missing by not being able to play some 
musical instrument. Instead of being the 
center of attraction at parties—you've been 


What Instrument 
For You? 


Hawaiian Guitar 
Drums and Trapa 
Mandolin 
Harmony and 


Sight Singing 
Ukulele 
Piccolo 
Trombone 
Saxophone 
Voice and Speech Culture 
Automatic Finger Control 
Piano Accordion 
Banjo (5-String, Plectrum 
and Tenor) 





unnoticed—out of the social picture. While 
you've been playing wallflower others have 
always had something to offer. Now you 
have a wonderful chance to turn the 
tables—to treat yourself to some real fun— 
to surprise your friends! Take some good 
advice. Learn to play this new easy way. 
Get your share d a musician's pleasure, 
popularity, profit. Start Now! 


Free Booklet and Demonstration 
Lesson 


If you are in earnest about 
wanting to join the crowd of 
entertainers and be a "big 
hit" at any party—if you 
really do want to play your 
favorite instrument, to be- 
come a performer whose ser- 
vices will be in demand—fill 
out and mail the convenient 
coupon asking for our Free 
Booklet and Demonstration 
Lesson. These explain our 
wonderful method fully and 
show you how easily and 
quickly you can learn to play 
like a professional at little 
expense. Instruments are 
supplied when needed—cash 


Composition 





or credit. U.S. School of Music, 4394 
Brunswick Bldg., New York City. 


i U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
4394 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 


. Please send me your free book, “Music Lessons 
l in Your Own Home,” with introduction by Dr. 
Frank Crane, demonstration lesson and particu- 
I lars of your special offer. 


5 I am interested in the 
following course: 


| Have you above instrument?...............0:5 
l BGI ttl t pn Mer AA oe dy coe NS 
| Please Write Plainly) 
| BURTON PMTITCRALERGN UE E. e 
| Loin M, CIC PIECE State 


ALL MATERIALS 
READI-CUT 


WE PAY THE 
FREIGHT 


a- = =. 


als for a complete home di- 


rect from the manufacturer 
and save four profits, on the lum- 
ber, millwork, hardware and labor. 





.. Living room, dining 
"room, 2 bedrooms, 
| kitchen, bath. Three 
other plans, some 
with pantries and 
dining alcoves. 
Get FREE ALAD- 


Story and a half 
semi-bungalow 

ond floor available 
for 2 bedrooms. 
Two floor plan ar- 
rangements, Any 
handy man can 
erect these houses. 


Large living room, din- 
ing room, kitchen, pane 
7 try, three bedrooms. 
; clothes closets and 
bath. Semi-open stair- 
case and rear porch. 


Two plans are shown 
in FREE catalog. 


Dutch Colonial with 
full ceilings Ist and 
2nd floors. 14’ x22" 
living room, large 
dining room, large 
kitchen, three bed- 
rooms, bath, closets. 


PRICE INCLUDES al! lumber cut-to-fit; highest 
grade interior woodwork, siding, flooring, windows, 
doors, glass, paint, hardware, nails, lath, roofing, 
with complete instructions and drawings. We guar- 
antee safe arrival of complete materials and Pay the 
Frei; to destination. Many styles of year around 
dwellings, summer cottages and garages to choose 


from. Write nearest mill today for FREE Money- 
Saving Catalog No. 412 BAY CITY 
The ALADDIN Co., MICHIGAN 
Wilmington, North Carolina; Portland, Ore.; Toronto, Ont. 





FEW weeks of pleasurable practice 
gives you command of theConn saxo- 
phone which enables you to entertain 
yourself and friends. Be popular, increase 
your income if you wish! Start now with 


aneasy-playing Conn. Choice of world's 
foremost artists—and costs no more. 
Free Trial, Easy Payments onany 
Conn. Write for Free Book, details. 


'G.Conn, Lid., 452 Conn Bldg: 
=n Fike. Ind. 


BAND 


INSTRUMENTS 
M eet MÀ Á 
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Hetty sorely lacked a public school edu- 
cation, but she had a wonderíul working 
knowledge of criminal law. 

“And when Dude comes out?" I teased. 

"God knows where we'll be then," she 
said in a matter-of-fact voice. "Eight to 
twenty years—might as well have given 
‘im life!” 

Again Hetty -spoke truly, for in the under- 


world, eight to twenty years is an eternity. 

Hetty got the boots. There were no 
other claimants for them. And Hetty was 
in eternity long before the eight years 
were up. 

“Heart failure,” read the death certifi- 
cate. 

But behind the “heart failure” lay an- 
other story which will never be told. 


Midnight Madness 


(Continued fre 


don’t let them arrest him. You can find 
the guilty 4 

I patted her hand. “As I see matters, 
judging by what Mr. Kennedy has told us, 


there are things which Archer must ex- 





plain. We cannot interfere just now.” 
“THEN you won't help me?” Her 
words came in a great sob. “Oh, if 


there were only someone I could turn to!” 

“Dot,” I tcok her in my arms and tilted 
her chin until I looked full into her eyes, 
"—] am going to help you. If Archer is 
innocent, I will do my best to prove it. So 
will the others." 

“Oh, I know you'll do it. Y 
it for so many others." 

"Very well. 'That's settled and you can 
count on me. But you must 
—Aabsolutely." 

"I will, I will." 

"Fine. Now go tp bed. Get what rest 
you Maybe I will have good news 
for to-morrow." 

‘But you won't let them arrest Archer?” 

"[ must. No matter what your feelings 
for him are, he is stubborn. We've got to 
get the truth from him. Arresting him 
may be the quickest way. This is a case 
of murder. We can't afford to lose time. 
However, if you don' see it my way, I 
shall step aside, completely.” 

For a full minute she stood, silent and 
uncertain, her eyes searching my face. 
Then she reached out a little hand and 
took mine. Turning, she shook hands with 
Kennedy, kissed her father affectionately, 
then left the room, closing the door after 
her. 

"I'm sorry Dot heard," said the Sheriff, 
"but I've just got to arrest Coleman. He's 
been doing things I didn't dare tell in front 
of her. He's in deep, I'm aíraid A 

The whir of the telephone bell in an ad- 
joining room interrupted. Patston has- 
tened to answer, while Moseley and Car- 
ruthers, who had come to the house to 
make up the bridge foursome, muttered 
good nights and left. The instant we were 
alone, Kennedy came close, his voice trem- 
bling with excitement as he whispered 
hoarsely: “Get this, Neil. I don't want 
to spill it before the Judge.  Archer's 
been mixed up with some pretty wild 
women, I happen to know he brought one 
out here one night and took her for an 
air ride. I rather 'spicion he's needed more 
money to keep in with them than he could 
make at cards, and : 

“The call is for you, Sheriff," said Pats- 
ton, returning. "One of your men. 
it's important." 

“This is an awful mess, Neil, for all of 
us," he continued as Kennedy hastened to 
the telephone.” I'm a government official 
and perhaps I shouldn't criticize. But— 
well, it seems to me the government has 


ou have done 


do as I say 


can. 








Says 


»m page 57) 
no business transporting large sums oí 
money in practically unguarded trucks." 


s€ IGHT. And I am going to find fault, 

though I have worked for the gov- 
ernment and still do, occasionally. There 
are times when some persons at Washing- 


ton display a woeful lack of understand- 
ing of crime conditions. It took a big 








York City, before any worth-while pre- 
cautions were made to protect the trans- 
portation of mail there. It required several 
robberies right on the platforms where 
valuable mail was being transferred to and 
from trucks before the platform men were 
armed. 

“Recently the yeggs have turned to rob- 
bing the practically unguarded mail trucks 
in the suburban districts. It has become 
their favorite sport. Some day, after more 
killings of guards and a fev robberies so 
outrageous that they will bring an avalanche 
of public criticism, the government will 
begin to make the preparations which 
should have been completed before a 
single sack of valuable mail was carried. 
And when the move is made, conditions 
probably will make it necessary to call out 
men from the Army or the Marines, as 
guards, until the necessary armored trucks 
can be built." 

"[ fear you're right, Neil.” 

“I know I am. The situation has been 
an open invitation to the c-ooks.” 

Kennedy returned to the room, his ex- 
pression indicating he brought news. “The 
boys have turned up the car the killers 
came up in. It's a big limousine with a 
New York license. It was found turned 
over in a ditch at Hairpin Curve, proving, 
as I guessed, they didn't know the road 
and went off in the dark at that dangerous 
point. How they escaped without being 
seriously hurt is a marvel, for the ma- 
chine was badly twisted and the glass 
smashed. They forced open a door and 
climbed out. "That's why they were late— 
why they killed Frank to get his car." 

“T hope the boys have been careful not to 
disturb things," I interposed. 

“You bet they have. I warned them all 
to go slow in the dark so as not to spoil 
possible finger-prints or footprints. One 
of my men got into the car, though, and 
found some new rope and two sawed-off 
shotguns which the crooks left behind in 
their hurry." 

“I'll postpone looking over 
Carney’s until daylight. 
tell us a lot of things. But it’s nearly one 
o'clock now, and I'm going over to the 
station with you in your automobile and 
hear what Archer says when arrested—if 
he’s on that train.” 

“Good !" 


that and 


car They may 


ym 


ONF thing before we start, Gus. Even 
if the crooks were in this big car 
when it was ditched, I can't believe they 
came up from New York in it. Undoubt- 
edly it was a stolen machine. As such, the 
police would have been on the lookout for 
it. It was too conspicuous. They wouldn't 
have taken the chance of driving it past 
the city traffic cops, particularly as I feel 
certain, becáuse of their ruthlessness, that 
they were old-timers and known to the 
authorities. My guess is they came up 
part way by train, bringing some stolen 
license plates with them. Somewhere along 
the road they stole the car, the first they 
found unguarded. Get your headquarters 
on the phone and tell your men to try to 
learn if a car answering the description of 
the one found was stolen, not many miles 
from here, last night. I have a particular 
object in wanting to know.” 

When the train from New York drew 
to a stop at the station, Kennedy’s men 
were scattered along the platform. But 
I kept a bit in the shadows at the point 
where the smoker would stop and where 1 
had advised the Sheriff to take up his 
position. Archer was among the first to 
alight. He jumped írom the steps almost 
into Kennedy's arms. 

“Hello, Gus," he said, as the other placed 
a hand upon his shoulder. “What you 
doing out this late?" 

“I want you to come along with me, 
Archer." 

“What the devil for?" His manner in- 
dicated he had been drinking, but he was 
not intoxicated. I didn't wait to hear more, 
but stepped close to the conductor. “Can 
you tell me," I said, "the exact place where 
that youth got on your train?" 

"Surely. He was on when we started— 
at the Grand Central Terminal. I punched 
his ticket." 

“Thanks.” I hurried away before he 
could begin questioning me. Kennedy was 
leading his prisoner away, surrounded by 
his deputies: The youth's voice was raised 
in anger, and more than once he swore and 
tried to wrench himself free. I purposely 
remained out of sight. But one thing 
kept turning over in my mind as I fol- 
lowed. Archer probably had been in New 
York all evening. It wasn't possible for 
him to have been with the robbers and 
gotten back to the big town in time to 
catch this train. "There still remained the 
possibility, though, that he was a confed- 
erate of the killers—had supplied the tip 
and helped plan the hold-up. 


HEN we reached the jail I remained 

in an ante-room while the Sheriff and 
his men pushed Archer into the inner office 
and began questioning him. I listened at 
the partly closed door during the five min- 
utes in which the youth refused stubbornly 
to make a statement, 

'Then Kennedy came out, his face crim- 
son, his hands clenched. “Want to take a 
crack at him, Neil?" 

"In a minute. Did he have a gun?" 

"No. Not even a penknife. We took 
what he had—about $80 and a lot of junk. 
But he's cute—not a letter or anything 
with writing on it." 

"All right. Go back, outline what's hap- 
pened and put him under arrest. Just tell 
him you have evidence which indicates he 
was connected with the crime. I'll keep 
out of sight until he's had a chance to 
think. 'Then he may talk." 


Tru 
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I Stopped 


Being The Under Dog“ 


and became an 
acknowledged leader 
this amazing way/ 


By JAMES PERKINS 


HE great moment had come. My voice 
trembled as I made application for the 
job I had waited five years for. 

"Perkins," replied the General Manager 
when I had finished talking, ‘‘this position 
requires a man with a lot of punch—a lot 
of pep—a lot of perzcnality. We like you. 
You're a hard worker. But to be perfectly 
Sn I don't think you're the man for the 
job. 
Sudden anger swept over me. “All right 
then," I shouted, "I quit! I'm through!" 
I stumbled out of the manager's office— 
jammed my hat on my head—and a few 
minutes later I was walking the streets— 
alone—unhappy—out of a job. 


I Get a Jolt 


I decided to call on Charlie Harris, an old 
friend of mine and an experienced business 
man. "Don't you think they treated me 
badly?" I asked when I had finished telling 
Charlie my story. 

"Not a bit!" Charlie shot at me. "You 
got just what was coming to you. I 
wouldn't have given you the job either. 
That job requires a man with a dominant 
(rm man who is always sure of 

imself."' 

Charlie paused to glare at me. 
too surprised to speak. 

"Ive known you ever since you were a 
foot high," Charlie stormed. “You never 
seem sure of yourself. You lack confi- 
dence. Youareafraid of others. You used 
to be afraid of the big boys in the street. 
Now you're afraid of your boss—of the 
men you work with. You are timid—self- 
conscious. You have brains. You have 
ability. And yet you act as if you were 
nothing but an ‘Under Dog.’ No wonder 
you don't get ahead!" 

was stunned. “What can I do?" I 
asked hopelessly. 

Charlie studied me for a full minute. 
“Would you be willing to invest a dollar 
or two in your future?" he finally asked. 

"Ill invest anything I've got," I re- 
plied. 


I was 


I Learn the Secret 


Charlie scribbled something on a piece of 
paper and handed it to me. ‘That's the 
name of a wonderful volume," he said. “I 
advise you to send for it. It will give you 
just what you need—confidence—poise— 
and a Magnetic Personality.” 

That night I sent for the book—"In- 
stantaneous Personal Magnetism.” It came 
by return mail. What a revelation that 
book was! It showed me exactly what I 
lacked—exactly why I had failed—exactly 
how to develop wonderful self-confidence! 

A little later I secured a position with a 
progressive firm. Since then I have made 
amazing strides, both in business and in 
social life. It’s surprising how easily I get 
along with people now. I have lots of 
friends. Iam invited everywhere. I have 
a good time wherever I go. Self-conscious? 
Timid? I laugh at those things now. 
Those worries are gone forever—and all 
because of that amazing force called 
Personal Magnetism! 





“All right then," I 
shouted. “I quit! 
I'm through!" 


What is Personal Magnetism ? 


This story is typical of the experience that 
thousands are having. What is this mar- 
velous force that banishes fear and timidity 
—that raises the sick to glowing, vibrant 
health, the timid to a new confident per- 
sonality, the unsuccessful to positions of 
wealth and astonishing power? 

Personal Magnetism is a mighty force. 
You have it—everyone has it—it is un- 
limited in Nagsre—FREE TO ALL-—but 
not one person in a thousand knows how to 
use it. It is not a fad or a theory. It is 
simply you, yourself—your manner—your 
own marvelous personal force, released and 
magnified a hundredfold in an amazingly 
clear-as-crystal, scientific way! More neces- 
sary than good looks. More valuable than 
money. For without it a salesman is hand- 
cuffed! Without it a business man is 
powerless to command! 

The moment you release your Personal 
Magnetism you feel a new surge of power 
within you. You lose all fear. You gain 
complete self-confidence. You become al- 
most overnight the confident, dominant, 
successful personality you were intended 


to be 
The Facts Are Free 


The fundamental principles of Personal Magnet- 
ism have been P into an extra large volume 
under the title of “Instantaneous Personal Magnet- 
ism," It is bound in beautiful dark burgundy, 
with the title gold embossed. Its scope is as broad 
as life itself. “Fires of Magnetism,” “Sex In- 
fluences,” “The Magnetic Voice," “Physical 
Magnetism,” “The Magnetic Eye,” 
Secrets,” “Rapid Magnetic Advancement,” “The 
Magnetic Mind,” and “Magnetic Healing,” are 
on a few of the subjects covered in this amazing 





You must see this wonderful volume—examine 
it. You send no money with the coupon—you 
pay no C. O. D. You get the book first. If you 
aren't stirred and delighted in the 5-day Free 
period, return it and it costs you nothing. Other- 
wise keep it as your own and rémit $3 in full pay- 
ment. You simply can't delay. Clip and mail 
the coupon NOW. RALSTON UNIVERSITY 
PRESS, Dept. 79-H, Meriden, Conn. 


Ralston University Press, 
Dept. 79-H, Meriden, Conn. 


All right—I'll be the judge. You may send me 
the volume “Instantaneous Personal Magnetism” 
for 5 days’ FREE EXAMINATION in my home. 
Within the 5 days I will either remit the special low 
price of only $3, or return the book without cost 
or obligation, 
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True Detective Mysteries 


It was a full half hour later before I 
went in to see Archer. The guard left as 
I entered and the lad, seated in a chair 
tilted against the wall, looked up. But the 
sullen expression did not leave his face. 

"What are you doing here?" he blurted. 

"I'm stopping over at Judge Patston's 
house, taking a little rest. Heard you were 
in trouble and came over to see if I could 
help you." 

"No, I don't want your help or anybody 
else's. Everyone in this town is against 
me. But they couldn't drive me out any 
other way, so they've charged me with 


murder." He paused, then stood up, his 
change of expression indicating a new 
thought. “I think I'm beginning to get 


this. Its a frame-up by Patston, to mix 
me in some dirty kilhng. Well, it won't 
work, damn him. And as for you—well, 
you'll get fat trying to pump me and carry 
tales to the coppers outside." 

Knowing the boy as I did, I kept my 
temper. I pitied him and regretted the 
haphazard rearing responsible for devel- 
oping all his worst traits. But I tried to 
reason with him, persuade him that the 
Judge and I were his friends, anxious to 
help him if he would be absolutely candid 
and give the authorities the information 
they sought. 

However, he refused to yield, speaking 
not at all, occasionally sneering at some- 
thing I said. Finally I decided it was best 
to leave him alone for a considerable time 
before making a second attempt to ques- 
tion him. But there was something I must 
learn before leaving, even if by doing so 
I wiped out any vestige of confidence he 
still retained in me. I had noted that his 
hands were grimy, indicating he hadn't 
washed them for hours. Suddenly I 
reached down, grasped them as if I were 
going to shake hands, then drew each in 
turn quickly to my nose. I was smelling 
to detect any gun-powder odor. There was 
none. 


- HAT the devil are you trying to 

do?  Say—get out of here, you 
damned sneak——” He drew back as if 
to strike me, but held his blow: Years be- 
fore I had given him his first lessons in 
boxing. He knew what would happen if 
we clashed physically. On the flash I 
determined to alter my tactics—give him a 
bit of mild third degree. 

“Listen to me, Archer, and then con- 
gratulate yourself that I am taking an in- 
terest in such a worthless idiot as you have 
become. I'll tell you what the police have 
against you. When I’m gone, think it over. 
Try and figure out how you're going to 
beat the case by being a stubborn fool. 
You are one of the few who knew about 
the Cartier company’s cash being sent to 
New Jersey each Friday night. You knew 
all about the arrangements at the flying 
field and that Maloney drives alone. You 
also knew of the change in time for the 
transfer of the money, for the first time 
to-night—that $65,000 in cash was to be 
carried in Pete's truck." 

I was watching him while I spoke. 
Watching his cheeks which slowly turned 
to a pasty yellow. Noted him moistening 
his dry lips. Saw him when he pushed his 
twitching hands into his pockets. 

"Now get this" My voice was not 
raised, but I kept my tone hard. "For 
months you've been playing around with a 
bunch of New York's bad element—some 


of them crooks. You've been drinking and 
gambling and—well you know. I mean 
the women. You, the son of DeLos Cole- 
man, making intimates of these harpies 

“Its a lie!" he snarled, his anger almost 
choking him. 

"No, it's the truth, Archer. You, so 
long the sweetheart of Dot, bringing one 
of these women out here to your home 
town—taking her to fly in your’ plane——” 

He swayed, swallowed hard several 
times, then: “Good God, Neil—how did 
you learn? What else do you know?" 

"A lot. Now think over what I've said. 
I'll be back some time in the morning. 
Maybe by that time you'll be willing to 
come clean." 

As I left the room, the guard stepped 
inside and closed the door. “You heard?” 
I asked Kennedy. “Good! I think I've 
got him started. Take him to a cell and 
lock him up. Don't talk to him at all— 
unless he volunteers something. I'm going 
to the Judge’s for an hour's nap. Pick me 
up before daylight and we'll go out and 
look over the cars. But do something 
else at once. Get in touch with the county 
physician and have him perform an autopsy 
upon Carney. I want to get possession of 
the bullet which killed him." 





HE first hint of dawn, a long streak 
like dull silver, was just beginning to 


show along the eastern sky-line when I 
tumbled into the car beside Kennedy. My 
sleep had been brief. For I had founl 
the Judge waiting my return. And he 
would not. retire until I had told him of 
Archer's^'arrest and my meeting with 
him. Most of our conversation I with- 
held. But I informed him I had learned 
something in the lad's favor and asked him 
to repeat my statement to Dot. 

My breakíast had consisted of a cup of 
black coffee. But the snap of the fresh 
country air and a cigar put new life into 
me, and I was keyed for action when we 
reached Carney's wrecked car. I could 
make nothing of the footprints about the 
car. Too many persons had been to the 
place, drawn by curiosity, before the 
Sheriff's men had received his orders that 
any telltale tracks should not be obliterated. 

Stepping upon the running-board, mag- 
nifying-glass in hand, I began my search 
for possible clues. The seat beside the 
driver's was still sticky with blood and 
the floor showed many dark stains. No 
doubt the man shot by Curtin had occupied 
that place. And he had been badly 
wounded. Moving around to the opposite 
side, I was surprised to find bloodstains 
upon the wheel—all on the right side. 


The driver also had been injured. But 
the flow had been trifling. I studied the 
stains through my glass. They were 


slightly wider than a man’s finger and too 
blurred to show prints. My deduction was 
that the driver had worn gloves, that he 
had not been shot, but that his right hand 
had been cut, probably by flying glass 
while he was driving the car which had 
been ditched. 

Next I looked over the space between 
the front and rear seats. There were sev- 
eral parcels, a much-worn valise and two 
grips, practicallyenew. 

“Those probably belonged to poor 
Frank,” volunteered one of the men who 
had been on guard. "We haven't touched 
any of them. Sheriff's orders." 

I picked up the grips first and examined 


them. As I had suspected, they were 
empty. No doubt the thieves had brought 
them to carry away their expected plunder. 
I placed them in the Sheriff's car, telling 
him I wanted to look them over at my 
leisure. The packages and satchel con- 
tained only clothing belonging to the Car- 
ney family. I did not take time to search 
for finger-prints then. I was too well 
satisfied that the killers were seasoned 
crooks, the kind who would wear gloves 
throughout their venture. 


O reach the ditched car we had to 

double back to the town, then go back 
nearly two miles along the main highway 
from New York. We did not stop at the 
point of the murder. Too many had been 
there for me to hope to locate the killers' 
tracks. Besides, by that time the sun was 
well up, and I was anxious to follow up 
more promising leads. 

The limousine, obviously, had left the 
road while going at good speed, then 
crashed into a tree and toppled over on its 
side, smashing the radiator, putting the 
engine out of commission and breaking all 
the windows. And there appeared little 
chance of detecting footprints, for the car 
lay in a growth of brambles and scrub, the 
fringe of the surrounding forest. The 
ground all about was covered with matted, 
coarse grass, weeds and dried leaves. Bent 
double, I moved in all directions, then 
along the road for a considerable distance, 
searching for the tracks of two persons 
walking together and headed toward the 
town. No luck. My quarry had been too 
clever. They had stuck to the side of the 
road, where they would leave so faint a 
trail that it would require more time than 
I could spare to uncover any prints. How- 
ever, I located a leaf here and there on 
which were spots which resembled dried 
blood. This satisfied me that my guess 
had been correct, that one of the bandits 
had been cut by the shattered glass. 

I returned and examined the license 
plates and the wheel. On neither did I 
find finger-prints. The shotguns I placed 
with the grips. Then I went over the 
wheels, tires, brake-drums and axles. Feel- 
ing certain that the car had not come from 
New York, but had been stolen at some 
not distant point, then run off the main 
road while the license plates were changed, 
I hoped to discover a twig or a leaf of 
some plant of a not widespread growth, 
which might help me to fix the locality 
where the shift was made. 

I did not find what I sought. But I did 
find, between the grooves of the tires, on 
the spokes and elsewhere, considerable 
caked clay of a peculiar reddish color, 
almost crimson. Obviously the car had 
been run through considerable of this clay 
in a moist place. I knew of no such earth 
anywhere around New York, except in 
New Jersey. But I could not believe the 
car had come so far away. Besides, there 
was so much of it that I felt positive it 
had been through the clay recently. 





OWEVER, just as I was about to 

question Kennedy and his men, a ma- 
chine came racing up from the direction 
away from the town, stopped with a grind- 
ing of brakes and another of the Sheriff's 
men leaped out. “Tried to get you on the 
phone, Gus. The boys said Fd locate you 
here. We were wrong about this car com- 
ing from New York. It belongs to a doc- 
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True Detective Mysteries 


tor living about five miles back, just outside 
Munson. He'd been out visiting his pa- 
tients, got back later than usual and left 
it at his gate while he went in for his 
supper. He couldnt come with me be- 
cause he's got some urgent calls to make 
this morning." 

"Great!" I said. "Now we're moving. 
Of course it carried Connecticut license 
plates ?” 

"Sure did." 

"When was it stolen?" 

"A little after nine o'clock." 

“My guess is the bandits got off at Mun- 
son, from the train which stops there at 
seven-thirty," I said. “They found diffi- 
culty in locating a car. And when they did 
steal this one, they had to work fast. No 
wonder they became frantic when they 
were ditched and still had nearly two miles 
to go to reach the junction where Maloney 
would pass. The chances are that, after 
stealing the machine, they didn’t go far 
before changing the license plates. Above 
everything else right now I want to locate 
that spot. They were moving under pres- 
sure and probably became careless. If I 
can find the place I may pick up some real 
leads. Now you fellows look at this red 
clay caked on the shoes and spokes. Do 
you know where there’s any like it along 
this road?” 

“Yes, I do,” replied the deputy who had 
brought the information concerning the 
stolen car. “There’s a place about a half 
mile this side of where the car was taken— 
then some more, way on beyond. I've lived 
in Munson and know. We called it ‘Jersey 
mud’ up there, because of its color and 
that it remains soft for a long time after a 
rain. It’s unusual in this part of the state. 
Years ago people used to make bricks for 
fireplaces out of it.” 

“Fine. I'm going to take this man, Gus, 
and go over and examine the nearest patch 
of this clay. As soon as I'm through I'll 
go to the jail and have another interview 
with Coleman." 


N jig time we reached a point where I 

noted considerable water in the slight 
ditch beside the road. Another quarter of 
a mile and the shrubbery and weeds gave 
way to a stretch of red clay, still soggy in 
many places and with only a bit of rank 
vegetation here and there, I left the ma- 
chine and walked along, my eyes on the 
alert. Soon I saw automobile tracks, 
where a car, a heavy one, had turned from 
the clay and returned to the highway. The 
fact that the wheel prints were on my left 
established the fact that the car had gone 
in the direction of the spot where the 
overturned automobile was found. And 
the indentations were identical with those 
of the abandoned car. 

Directing my aid to trail along in the 
machine, I followed the significant impres- 
sions. Thirty feet, and I came to where 
the car had been halted. The ground was 
quite soggy. But only a single set of 
prints showed. One person only had 
alighted to change the plates. That he was 
the driver, I had no doubt, for all the 
impressions were on the wheel side of the 
car, in front and in back. 

There was something about these prints 
which fairly fascinated me. ‘They had 
been made by a man with a well-shaped 
foot. My measurements showed the size 
to be number seven. Also, I noted that the 
impressions of the rubber heels and soles 


showed no signs of wear. Either the shoes 
were new or had just come from a cobbler's, 
Rather a fastidious bandit to be so par- 
ticular with his shoe leather, I thought. 
But I noted another íact, far more signifi- 
cant. The impressions made by the left 
foot were the heavier. There was a slight 
drag in the prints from the other foot. 
The man who had made the impressions 
was slightly lame, his left leg being better 
than his right leg. 

After making a careful drawing of the 
prints to actual measurements, particu- 
larly the heels and their markings, I 
measured the length of the stride. This 
told me that the man was short-legged, 
therefore, probably below medium height. 
It was while making these measurements 
that I inadvertently turned over a leaf, 
thereby exposing a bit of cigarette butt 
about an inch long. Smelling it, I was 
satisfied it had been lighted within a few 
hours. The fact that it had landed in a 
moist place had kept it from burning up 
entirely. Also, I noted that the tip was 
of straw, not cork, as with most cigarettes. 


ELIEVING the bandit had smoked 

while changing the license plates, I 
hunted further. I found a taper. No 
others were anywhere near. "This satisfied 
me I was right, that the stub had not been 
blown there. As a matter of business, I 
had made a special study of tobaccos. I 
lighted the stub whiffed the aroma, then 
immediately extinguished it and put it in 
my wallet for future reference. One thing 
I had established to my complete satisfac- 
tion. One of the killers—the driver, was 
my guess—smoked  Rexleigh cigarettes. 
So, when I began my hunt for a lame 
bandit who fitted in with my other deduc- 
tions, I would note all who came under 
suspicion to learn if they used this par- 
ticular brand of straw-tipped cigarettes. 

During all this time Kennedy’s deputy 
had sat watching me, keenly intent, but 
speaking only to warn me of an approach- 
ing car, that I might return to the road- 
way until it had passed. Satisfied I had 
done all possible at this point, I directed 
my companion to drive me back to the 
town jail. I might have searched for the 
missing license plates, but decided that 
they would be of little use as it was almost 
certain they would contain no finger-prints. 

Kennedy met me as I entered the lock- 
up. "Here's the bullet you wanted," he 
said, handing me a bit of lead of unusual 
size. "Looks like a forty-five." 

"You're right; it's from one of those 
big guns. Now I know the kind of weapon 
to search for. Where are the guns and 
grips?" 

"In my room. I wore gloves bringing 
them in so's to leave no prints. But the 
boy's been asking for you. I think he's 
going to talk." 

"Good! Bring him up and put him in 
the back room. I'll see him aíter I loek 
over the grips and weapons." 

With powder and a glass I went over 
them thoroughly. There were no fresh 
prints anywhere. Most certainly the crooks 
wore gloves. Next I opened the grips. 
They were empty. But, in the bottom of 
one, I noted some powder in the corners. 
I scraped it together. "Tasting it, my sus- 
picion was confirmed. It was cocaine. 
Presuming that the suitcases belonged to 
the crooks, my impression was that either 
one or both took dope or handled it, using 
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that particular grip to carry it in. It was 
another important lead to follow. 

When I entered the rear room, Archer 
sat in a chair, propped against the wall, 
smoking a cigarette. Several stubs were 
on the floor near him. I saw by his 
changed expression and the alert look in 
his eyes that he was contrite and anxious 
to make amends. As I drew up a chair, 
I glanced at his shoes and the stubs. 
'There was no red clay upon the former 
and no tips of any kind upon the latter. 
These were good signs. I spoke first, put- 
ting him at his ease, making him under- 
stand I was anxious to help him. 

"Listen, my boy," I concluded, “you 
must come clean. Both Dot and the Judge 
will not believe you're guilty." 


“\7OU—you mean that?" he asked 
eagerly. 

“Absolutely. But you must explain 

many things. How did you get acquainted 


with this crooked New York crowd? 
Where have you been gambling? Who 
were your intimates—the ones you talked 
to, about the mails and the flying field? 
Who was the girl you brought out here?" 

His story in brief was this. Some 
months before, in a spirit of adventure, he 
had flown to Long Island, where he had 
competed in some stunt flights at a gigantic 
picnic staged by some political organiza- 
tions. - There he had met a young fellow, 
Joe Parlotti, who was about the field 
making wagers on the various events and 
who had won money on him. They had 
become quite chummy in the afternoon. 
And, at Parlotti's suggestion, he had put 
his plane in a hangar for the night and 
gone to Manhattan with his friend “for a 
good time.” ‘There had been a dinner, with 
plenty of drinks, at a cabaret, during 
which he had been introduced to a number 
of flashy young women and many men, all 
of whom looked like gamblers or worse. 

“T was flattered, though,” Archer said, 
“for my friend ‘Snow’ was popular 

“Just a second. Was Parlotti’s nick- 
name Snow?” I had a hunch I was get- 
ting close to something important. 

“Yes. It was unusual, and I asked him 
about it. He only laughed. But I recall 
that afterward one of the girls said he 
used cocaine.” 

“Was this Snow particular about 
dress? Did he wear loud clothing?” 

“Yes, as I remember.” 

“And was he rather short and stocky? 
Was he lame, limped a bit in his right 
leg?” : 

"Yes, Do you know him?" 

“Maybe.” I could scarcely repress my 
feelings. Unquestionably I was on the 
right track. My guess had scored a bull's- 
eye. A little more information such 
Archer had given me and I would be ready 
to move with considerable certainty. “Go 
on with your story," I said. 

"[ won't be able to tell you much about 
this Parlotti. Late that night he took me 
to a place called Grogan's, a regular dive, 
where men and women congregated to 
drink and play cards. The crowd there 
was worse than in the cabaret. I didn't 
play then. I just talked with Parlotti 
about my flying, the stunts that I'd been 
doing at the field here and that I might 
become a mail flyer. I never saw him 
again. 

I'll cut the rest short. I got to going 
over to Grogan's regularly, about three 





his 





as 





97 


10 DAYS' TRIAL 
SEND NO 
MONEY 


NEW 
PHONOGRAPH 


~The 


New PHONIC 
Reproducer 


makes an up-to-the-minute 
Phonograph out of your old one 


85 


Direct 
trom 
Factory 





or 
only 


Now at last you can say goodbye to the squeaky, 
nasal, rasping, metallic tone of your phonograph. 
Now you can have the beautiful, natural, full-round- 
ed tone of the expensive new machines which are 
startling the world. Yet you need not buy a new 
phonograph if you have an old one. The reproducer 
is the HEART of any phonograph—and the New 
PHONIC reproducer makes your old phonograph 
like an entirely new one. Based on the new 
PHONIC principle. Makes you think the or- 
chestra or artist is in the same room. 


Never Before Such Tone 

Tones never before heard are clearly distinguished 
when the new PHONIC reproducer is used. -Test 
it on an old record. Hear the difference yourself. 
Listen to the deep low notes and the delicate high 
notes. Hear how plainly and clearly the voice 
sounds, Note the natural tone of the violin and 
the piano, and the absence of “tinny” music. You 
will be amazed. 


Volume Without Distortion 

The new PHONIC reproducer is ideal for dancing or for 
home entertainments. Its volume is almost double that 
of the ordinary reproducer. Yet there is no distortion of 
sound. The new principle enables you to use even the 
very loudest tone needles without the ear-splitting 
effects of old reproducers. The new PHONIC is 
always mellow and. natural. 


10 Days’ Trial —Send No Money 

You cannot realize how wonderful the New PHONIC is 
until you hearit, That is why we want to send it to you 
on 10 days’ trial. Send no money now—just the coupon. 
Pay the postman only $3.85 plus a few pennies postage 
when the New PHONIC arrives. Then if you are not 
delighted, send it back within 10 days and your money 
will be refunded. The low price is made possible by 
dealing direct with phonograph owners. If sold in 
stores the price would be at least $7.50. Our price only 
$3.85. Over 350,000 people have dealt with us by mail. 
You take no risk. Mail coupon now for 10 days’ trial. 

D TE THE NAME OF PHONO- 



















SSSR ETERS eee ee 
NATIONAL MUSIC LOVERS, Inc., Dept. 324 
327 West 36th Street, New York 
Please send me a New PHONIC reproducer for 
eee I will pay the postman $3.85 
(give name of Phonograph) plus few cents postage. If [ 


am not satisfied after trial, I will return your reproducer 
within 10 days and you guarantee to refund my money. 


(Outside U. S., $4.10, cask with order.) 


ARGUI NE NE Lee ee ee 





| City (————— MODEM > T ccc cnccecs 





*Four Raises in 
- Two Years" 


“Anp it hasn't been hard to get them, either. 


. Why, 
it seems only yesterday that I was wondering if I 


would ever make as much as $45 a week. And now 


Im making $75. 

“Tom Dawson was speaking about it today. ‘Gee,’ 
he said, ‘I wish I had started studying with the 
I. C. S. when you did. Here I am plugging away 
at the same od job and the same old salary while 
you've gone "way up. I bet you're making twice as 
much as I am. And to think that two years ago 
we were working side by side." 

“I told him it wasn't too late if he would only 
make the start and he said he was going to send in 
one of those I. C. S. coupons right away. 

“I hope he does, because an I. C. S. course is the 
very thing he needs to get out of the rut. I wouldn't 
be making anywhere near $75 a week if I hadn't 
started to study just when I did." 





Every day, in office, shop and factory, you will 
men who are being given better positions and larger 
salaries because they are studying at home in spare time 
with the International Correspondence Schools. 

An L C. S. course helped Jesse G, Vincent to rise 
from tool-maker to Vice-president of the Packard Motor 
Car Company. It helped Georgo Grieble to rise from 
a stone-mason to the owner of a business paying $12,000 
a year. It helped Bert S. Remaley to increase his salary 
ten times. And it will help you too, if you will only 
make the start. 


Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet 
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 3200-B, Scranton, Penna, 


Without cost or obligation gasy, send me a copy of 
your booklet, “Who Wins and Why,” and full particulars 
about the course before which I have marked X; 


BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 





'usiness Management Salesmanship 
Industrial Management Advertising 
rsonnel Organization Better Letters 
traffic Management Show Card Lettering 
Law Stenography and Typing 
anking and Banking Law English : 
er etre (including C.P. A.)L]Cisil Service 
l; ‘ost Accounting Railway Mall Clerk 
Bookkeeping Common School Subjects 
etary High School Subjects 
ish jie sing 










Architect 
Architects’ Blueprints 
(Contractor and Builder 
Architectural Draftsman 
Concrete Builder 
Structural Engineer 
Jhemistry Pharmacy 
Automobile Work 







lechanica! 
Mechanical Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice 
Railroad Positions 
Gas Engine Operating 
Civil Engineer 


Surveying and Mappin Airplane Engines 
etallurgy CI Mining Agriculture and Poultry 
eam Engineering ( Radi athematics 





If you reside in Canada, send this coupon to the Interna- 
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian Limited, Montreal 


REDUCE HEALTHFULLY 
DELLE ROSS REDUCING SYSTEM 
Dept. A-1, Eddy Bldg., Bloomington, III. 
We reduce you healthfully. No drugs, no 
exercises. Highest references. Particulars free. 





Bes culture is work women 
just naturally love to do, and 
itpays well. Home-like accommo- 
dations procured during a short 
practical MOLER course. Write 
nearest branch for Booklet ML 


Omaha, Nebr. New Orleans, La. 

Dallas, Tex. Memphis, Tenn. 

Denver, Colo, Cincinnati, O. 
St. Louis, Mo. 





Chicago, Il. 
Atlanta, Ga. 


True Detective Mysteries 


times a week. I heard enough to realize 
that many around me were crooks and 
carried weapons. But—well, it was new 
to me. I liked the excitement. And the 
gambling got me. I'm a lucky player. I 
made enough to pay my debts here and 
plenty more and I held up my end. I súp- 
pose if the Judge hadn't ordered me to 
keep away from his house it might have 
been different. I had an idea everybody 
here was against me, so I didn't care. 
Then I got acquainted with a girl named 
Mollie Bergen. I was told she'd been 
Parlotti's girl, but she said she'd thrown 
him over. 

“She was good-looking and wise, and I 
liked going around with her. But I 
blabbed -too much to her about my flying. 
She laughed at me and said I was boast- 
ing. To prove that I was on the inside, 
I told her things I shouldn't have. And 
one night I flew over to Long Island, 
brought her over here in my plane and 
pointed out the field and where the trucks 
transferred the mails to the planes." 

"Did you tell her about the cash ship- 
ments from the factory? Anything which 
might have caused her or someone else to 
plan to-night's attempted hold-up?” 

“I'm afraid I did. She was always ask- 
ing questions. And I've been drinking 
too much lately to keep my head. God! 
Why did I make such au ass of myself?” 

The remainder of ijs replies to my 
queries were along similar lines. "They all 
indicated to me—if he was not lying so 
as to shift the blame to others—that he 
had been made the victim of a band of 
crooks, with the girl acting as decoy to 
pump him. "The only other important bit 
I gleaned was that there was a youthful 
gunman, Mike Connors, known as the 
Albany Kid, who was on sufficiently good 
terms with Mollie to be permitted to sit 
at their table occasionally. He, too, asked 
questions, but explained that he was 
anxious to become a flyer and some day 
would have Archer teach him. 

Early the next morning I went to New 
York, carrying the license plates from the 
ditched car with me. For it was in New 
York I was confident I would be able to 
clean up the case. In the circumstances I 
realized my shortest cut would be to con- 
sult the department police and, if neces- 
sary, ask the assistance of one or more of 
them. Among my intimates at Headquar- 
ters was Mike Delaney, a veteran detec- 
tive, who knew the city's underworld back- 
ward, carried the likenesses of all the big 
crooks in his mind and was not only a 
clever and persistent officer, but a two- 
fisted fighter. 


Eee when I located Mike, he was 
disengaged. Without reserve I re- 
peated everything I had heard and learned, 
also my own deductions and guesses, and 
asked for any information he could give. 
“I'm glad you came to me, Neil. I sure 
can give you an earful. And, if you say 
the word, I'll lend a hand besides and turn 
in the help of as many of the boys as you 
may need. First off, the morning after 
that killing, we picked up an abandoned 
automobile with a lot of blood in it, in the 
Bronx. We suspected it might be con- 
nected with the Connecitcut affair and 
started to trace the owner. 
you came in we learned it belonged to a 
man named Dickinson, living in Middle- 
town. From what you've said, it means 


Just before: 


that the killers probably belong here. 
After leaving the stolen car they no doubt 
got to their hideout in a taxicab. 

"Now, about Snow Parlotti, his girl, 
Mollie, and Kid Connors. You've got 
Snow sized right. He's a dope fiend, lame 
in the right leg and always dresses flashily. 
He's thoroughly bad, a yegg, and a killer 
when he's 'hopped up. We've arrested 
him several times, but just haven't been 
able to send him over. Connors is his side- 
kick, a thief and a gunman. He's done 
two stretches. Mollie is their spotter and 
lookout. 

"For a long time we've suspected Snow 
and the others were mixed up in a series 
of robberies of branch post-offices, the 
kind located in drug-stores. Dope always 
was included in the hauls. I'm certain it 
was them now. A couple of months ago 
they raided such a place up-town, run by 
a man named Baker, after the place was 
closed for the night. They got $300 in 
cash from the safe, a lot of narcotics, 
including considerable cocaine, and a quan- 
tity of stamps. Through the latter we 
hoped to trace them, for they included 
several hundred of the four-cent variety, 
which Baker had gotten in for a mail- 
order house. Now listen close, for I’ve got 
something hot. The thieves who turned 
that trick did it in a stolen car, which they 
abandoned after taking the plates. And, 
from this list, I see that the numbers cor- 
respond with the plates you brought.” 

“That’s great, Mike. I think I’ve almost 
got enough for a running start.” 

“But there’s a possible out to all this. 
Ever since that haul Snow has been among 
the missing. The rumor is that he was 
bumped off ard his body hidden. And 
Connors has been working. At least, until 
recently. Then Connors disappeared. But 
Mollie still hangs out at Grogan's. What 
you've told me makes me almost believe 
that Snow and the Kid have been lying 
low, planning the Connecticut job." 

"Anyway," I said, "my lead is to get 
into Grogan's. I'll spot Mollie and trail 
her until she leads me to something definite. 
Can you get me into Grogan's so I won't 
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excite suspicion? 


sf OU bet. I've got a stool called Fingy 
Dick, a dip. I'll put you next to him 
to-night. Meet me at Broadway and 


Grand Street at eight. But, you're up 
against one of the hardest gangs in town. 
Disguise yourself so you'll look the part 
of a regular at Grogan's. And have your 
gun where you can get it in a hurry.” 

Before leaving Headquarters, Mike gave 
me an extra picture of Parlotti from the 
Rogues’ Gallery. He didn’t have an extra 
of the Albany Kid. But I studied the one 
he showed me until I was certain I had 
the crook’s features fully fixed in my 
mind. 

'That night I was taken to Grogan's by 
the stool. It was two flights up, over a 
shabby "coffee house" restaurant. I found 
it to be a rendezvous for the scum of the 
underworld men and women. Partitions 
had been removed, making one large room. 
The windows were heavily curtained so 
that no light could be ncted from the out- 
side. In the front was a bar and many 
tables, about which the habitués were gath- 
ered, drinking and playing cards. In the 
rear, up three steps and separated from 
the front portion by a railing, was a sec- 
tion devoted to pool and billiards. A crowd 
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of youthful thugs were gathered about the 
tables. 

Fingy Dick indicated Mollie, 
cards with several companions. 
bany Kid was not there. 
inconspicuous possible, remaining 
about the pool tables most of the time. 
3ut I kept a close watch upon the girl. 

It was a little after midnight when Mol- 
lie, a bit unsteady from the liquor she had 


playing 
The Al- 
I made myself 


as as 


consumed, threw down her cards, arose 
from the table and adjusted her hat. Whis- 
pering to the stool not to follow me, I 


moved away from those gathered about the 
pool tables and slouched out of the place 
and down the stairway. My intention was 
to follow the girl, hoping she might be 
going to keep an appointment with Snow. 
I was certain that, ultimately, she would 
lead me to the place where she slept. I 
was relieved to see no taxicabs about, be- 
lieving she would walk, at least part of 
the way, giving me a good chance to trail 
her. 

I didn't realize I was almost on the 
threshold of the climax of my adventure. 
But from that time on matters moved 
with speed, at times with a rush akin to 


the action of a fiction thriller. 
From my place of concealment in a 
near-by doorway I saw Mollie when she 


left Grogan's, alone. She turned westward 


through a side street, sufficiently dark for 
me to follow her without exciting sus- 
picion. I was at her heels whe she 


climbed a stairway to the “L” and took 
train headed north. The ride was a long 
one. But she left the train at 116th Street, 
walked a few blocks down Third Avenue, 
then pushed ahead into the upper East 
Side Italian district. The trail there was 
short. She turned suddenly and went into 
a tenement. 


ONDERING whether it was her 

home or if she had merely stopped 
there for some purpose of her own, I fol- 
lowed to the lobby. The hall beyond was 
lighted only by a single electric light. And 
she had gone beyond its illumination. 
Knowing the passers-by would pay me 
little heed, I struck tapers and examined 
the names in the letter-boxes. None was 
familiar. Several nameplates were empty, 
though some of these contained mail. My 
guess was that more than one person in 
the place, for obvious reasons, did not care 
to display his or her name. It was the 
kind of a house where Mollie’s kind be- 
longed. 

I was about to enter and explore a bit 
when I noted that someone was descending 
the stairs. Instantly I slipped out and 
took a position in the next doorway. I was 
just in time. Mollie emerged. Then came 


a man, a short, stocky youth, too fashion- 
ably dressed for the neighborhood, smok- 
ing a cigarette. I could not see his face 


but guessed his iden- 
he walked with a perceptible 
right leg. I trailed them at a 
distance. And I picked up the cig 
stub after he had dropped it. I almost 
laughed aloud. It had a straw tip. 

The two walked for several blocks, con 
versing earnestly. Then they paused in the 
shadows before a tenement, not f from 
the river. And, after talk, the 
girl entered and the man turned back in his 
tracks. Obviously the place was Mollie's 
home, so I followed the man. I was des- 
perately anxious to make certain his 


as they passed me, 
tity. For 
limp in his 
arette 
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EARLE E. LIEDERMAN 
The Muscle Builder 
Author of "Muscle Building," “Scie: 


of Wrestling,” 
"Secret. of Strength," "' Here's ‘Health,’ 


2ndurance," etc. 


Forbidden Pleasures 


Just like Adam and Eve were punished for eating 
forbidden fruit, so do a vast number of men, both young 
and old, suffer today because the y' lick strength. 

Dissipation has weakened many so they can no longer 
withstand the slightest exertion—others were born weak 
and have never known how to build their bodies so they 
could take advantage of the many pleasures they A 
There is no excuse for anyone crying for health and 
strength —everyone can enjoy life—1 will show you how. 

I RESCUE WEAKLINGS 

They call me the Muscle Builder—but I do more 
than that. I take that old bony and muscleless body 
of yours and rebuild it fr om head to foot. I do not only 
take the outside and put a veneer on it but I also do a 

zood job with your inner organs. My proven method of 
tpe i Development builds your tissue and muscles 
throughout your entis b ody. After I get done with you 
you wil not only be a picture of health, but you AU 
be “‘there’’ to withstand any problem of life, that only a 
real healthy man can stand. You will not know of any 
forbidde n pleasures, You will be able to live until your 
ontent. I will give you that springy step rubber 
advertisements tell you at I will make you a 
-man. Your friends will marv ou. Iwillput you 
far away from your grave and > you away. 

HERE'S WHAT I DO THE FIRST THIRTY DAYS 

With my system of Muscular Development eve rything 
comes ea The first thirty days I put one solid inch of 
muscle on your arm 3 add two inches to your chest. I 
don't promise this, I guarantee it. That's why they 
me the Muscle Builder, but this is only a starter. 
you have worked with me for nine ty days you will be 
what is commonly termed as in the pink of health. Al- 
most overnight you will develop into a superman. You 
will bubble over with pep, enthusiasm and vitality. No 
one will dare call you skinny or kid you about being a 
weakling—let them try it and I'll bet they will never 
do it again. This new strength and health of yours will 
fool them all and make every one respect you and seek 
your companionship. 


AN OUNCE OF ACTIQN IS Y WORTH A THOUSAND 
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I could go on talking E the wonderful things I 
have done for men and about what I can do for you— 
yes, I could write enough to fill all the pages of this 
magazine, but I would not get any where and neither 
would you. Action is the thing that counts. Take me 
up and make me prove that I can remake you—that I can 
make a muscular marvel out of you. You take no risk. 

I don't promise, I guarantee to do it. If I fail, and J am 
sure I won't, you are out nothing—that's fair, isn't it? 

COME TO ME 

The sooner you get started, the quicker will you 
know what real health is so that you can hurry into a 
new life where there are no forbidden pleasures. If you 
want to live a life long send for my big new 64-page 
book ''Muscular Development'' which is described below 

it's yours free. 


SEND FOR MY NEW 64-PAGE BOOK “MUSCULAR 
DEVELOPEMENT." IT IS FREE 

Write today for my 64-page book ‘‘Musculer Develop- 
ment'' so you will be able to read for yourself just what 
I do for you and what I have done for others This 
book contains 48 full page photographs of myself and 
many prize winning pupils I have trained. Many of 
these were pitiful weaklings. Look at them now! You 
will marvel at their physiques. This book will thrill 
you. AllI is 10 cents to cover the cost of wrapping 
and mailing and it is yours to keep. Do it now before 
you turn this page. 


EARLE E. LIEDERMAN 
Dept. 4604 305 Broadway, New York 
ee — — —ÁÀ —À — — ——-——— 
EARLE E. LIEDERMAN d 
Dept. 4604, 305 Broadway. New York City : 

Dear Sir:—I enclose herewith 10 cts. for which you 
are to send me without any obligation on my part what- 
ever, a copy of your latest book, "Muscular Develop- 
ment." (Please write or print plainly.) 
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WRINKLES GONE IN 3 DAYS 


Chey vanished 

so quickly J 
was atin let 
at the wonder- 


ful results ~ 
By Miss Karsten 


For years I tried everything to remove wrinkles which 
marred my beauty, hindered my pleasure in social life and 
made me look old before my time, but without results. 

One day a friend who had just returned from abroad 
gave me this wonderful secret discovered in Egypt, which 
preserved the youthful appearance of the fairest Egyptian 
Beauties. I tried it—results were amazing—lI could not 
believe my eyes. After a few applications wrinkles and 
worry lines faded away. In 8 days my 
skin became firm and youthful freshness 
was restored, 


This Priceless Secret Yours 


Why look old! Why allow wrinkles, black- 
heads or pimples to mar your appearance 
when they can be harmlessly removed as if 
by magic? No massaging—no painful 
electric treatment—no harmful lotions. 
Creme will amaze you—bri ing 

new youth to your face. Try i 


Special $5offer Now $ 199 


only one Jar to a person 
Our Laboratories have secured a limited 
SL of these enr ingredients. 10,000 

$5. of Ruga Creme at this special 
offer to pore sE E Just pay postman 
$1.69 to cover laboratory expense plus a 
few pennies postage. If after third treat- 
ment you do not notice a decided improve- 
ment, return balance and we will refund 
your money. Don't miss this [inn asingoffer. 
ust send name and address 

Send Cash with Foreign Orders 


620 S. PAULINA sT. 
Jean Laboratories cenas 










CROW'S FEET 


LAUGH LINE 








LEARN N CARTOONING 
At Home-Its Easy 


Just think—$50 to over $250 a week paid to good 
cartoonists for work that's fun! And you can easily 
learn cartooning at home—no matter if you've never 
touched a drawing pencil. Write for interesting 
FREE Book describing our easy simplified method, 
Also details of Attractive Offer to new Students! 
Send postcard today to = ton School of Cartooning, 
Room 104-E, 1113--15th St., N. W., Washington, D. C. 


‘| PERFUMES 
FOR $ 


i] (ni 
mot rs 


Introducing the  fam- 
ous Junianne perfumes 
to every smart woman 
in America. Six dainty 
$1.00 gilt-capped vials 
of distinct and en- 
chanting odeurs—each 
expressive of a ae 
ferent mood or 
casion—for the special 
] price of only $1.00! 


Jasmianne (Jasmin) 

Kashmianne (Oriental) 

Narcianne (Narcissus) 

Chyprianne (Chypre) 

Tilstanne (Lilac) 

Fleurianne (June 
flowers) 


The perfumes are con- 
tained in an exquisite art 

box, a gem in itself; and 

the odeurs are among the 
rarest obtainable, blend- 

ed from the finest French oils 
and essences. The offer is as 
rare as the perfumes. Send us 
your order with $1.00, bill or M. 
O., and the six perfumes will be 
ailed you immediately, postpaid. 


JUNIANNE, Inc. 


Suite 518, Dept. T4. 
225 Fifth Avenue, New Yorb m v. || 





True Detective Mysteries 


identity. Luck favored me. He entered a 
cigar store. "Through the glass I got a 
good look at him. Beyond question it was 
Snow Parlotti. I was not far behind him 
when he entered his house. Waiting until 
he had ascended the first flight, I opened 
the door noiselessly and listened. It was 
a good move. In the stillness I could 
hear his footsteps, going up a second and 
a third flight. Then a door closed. 

'The following morning I returned to 
the neighborhood with one of my men who 
was shabbily dressed and carried some 
cheap rugs. He went through the building 
in which I was interested, offering them 
for sale, but spending only brief time with 
the tenants on the first three floors. 
Whether Snow lived on the fourth floor 
was what I wanted to know. He obtained 
the information. However he also covered 
the fifth floor so as not to excite suspicion. 
Also he canvassed other houses in the row 
and actually sold one of the rugs before 
he came away. 


HEN he rejoined me I learned that 

a man in freshly creased trousers 
and a loud silk shirt had ordered him away 
gruffly from the doorway of the left rear 
flat. The fellow's features corresponded 
to those of the Rogues' Gallery picture I 
showed him, and the general description of 
the man was satisfactory. I was certain 
it was Snow, that I had located his hide- 
out. My man had been unable to look into 
the place and had seen no other. 

Within a few minutes I was negotiating 
with the janitor of the tenement next to 
that in which my ‘quarry lived. I asked 
for a furnished flat, “up-stairs, away from 
the noises." He could furnish one with 
truck left in the cellar by tenants for un- 
paid rent. The upshot of our dicker was 
that I obtained three rooms direct across 
a narrow air-shaft from the flat occupied 
by Parlotti. I haggled over the price for 
appearance's sake. But I paid a month in 
advance, told him to move the furniture 
into the place at once, as I would be back 
in the afternoon, Then I departed, after 
giving him an assumed name. In the after- 
noon I took possession. 

However, I was unable to learn any- 
thing until after dark. For the setting 
sun struck aslant Snow's quarters, and 
the curtains were drawn across the win- 
dows. But, at dusk the curtains were 
pulled back. I caught sight only of the 
hands of the man who operated. Nothing 
now separated me írom a look into the 
room beyond. I waited patiently for dark- 
ness. Finally the lights were switched 
on, and in the room I saw at a glance 
what I had hoped to see. Snow was be- 
fore a mirror, obviously dressing for the 
street. I noted that a finger on the right 
hand was bandaged. He was the driver, 
al right. In a corner, partly dressed, a 
man reclined on a white enameled bed 
propped against pillows and eating from 
a tray beside him. The stiffness of his 
movements indicated he was wounded. I 
was certain of his identity. His features 
corresponded to the likeness I had seen oí 
the Albany Kid. 

Later Snow went out. I trailed him. 
He kept close to the buildings and made 
for the river-front. There, in the shadow 
of a big municipal gas tank, he waited. 
After a time Mollie joined him. Their 
rendezvous was so well chosen that they 
would have noted anyone attempting to 


approach them. Therefore I dared not 
try to overhear their conversation. It was 
brief, however. I followed Snow back to 
the house. He went directly to his room, 
stripped off his coat, vest, collar and tie 
and began playing cards on the edge of 
the bed with the Kid. Satisfied that he 
was in for the night, I went to Grogan's. 


OLLIE was there. I sat at the next 

table, hoping she would indicate her 
purpose in meeting Snow. My fear was 
that they were planning to leave the city, 
but I hoped that they were arranging an- 
other job. I would have liked to catch 
them red-handed. But I learned nothing. 
About midnight the girl went to her 
home, alone. 

Next morning, after I returned to my 
quarters from a hasty breakfast, I re- 
ceived both a surprise anda jolt. A taxicab 
stood before the tenement house next door. 
Believing a getaway was about to be at- 
tempted, I ran the several flights to my 
room. I saw that Mollie and Snow were 
assisting the Kid to dress. Mollie was 
kneeling by the bed, holding the Kid's coat 
for him while he sat on the edge of the 
bed beside Snow, who was putting on his 
collar. Both Mollie and Snow had their 
hats on, and for a moment I was tempted 
to rush out and summon police help, then 
I decided to wait a moment. I stood close 
to the sill, and listened. I was just out 
of their line of vision. All the windows 
were open and I could distinctly hear 
across the narrow air-shaft: 

“Come, Kid,” said Snow, “we got to get 
you out oí here.” 

I thought then that meant their getaway 
and I was just on the point of rushing 
down the stairs when the next remark set 
me straight. 

"You're getting stale, Kid," said Mollie. 
"You need the fresh air. We're going to 
take you for a little ride." 

My excitement had all been for nothing. 
They were only going to take him out 
for a ride. I may have been taking a 
chance in letting all three of them get out 
of my sight. But I figured, if they did 
leave town, I would be able to regain their 
trail. Ever since spotting the crooks’ 
rooms I had been scheming how to get 
into them and make a search. This oppor- 
tunity was too good to be passed up. I 
might not get another one. My decision 
proved a lucky one. 

As soon as the three leít the house I 
hurried to the roof, and entered the house 
next door through the fire exit. Luckily 
for me, the lock on Snow's door was a 
simple one, which one of my keys 
opened. Inside I found cigarette stubs on 
the table, dresser, everywhere. All were 
Rexleigh straw-tipped. Next, I made a 
hasty examination of everything in sight, 
particularly the bed, hoping to find some 
loot or the forty-five caliber revolver. I 
located nothing but Snow's ornate raiment 
and the Kid's shabby clothing. 


HERE was no trunk. Among the 

shoes piled upon the floor there, I made 
a lucky find—a pair which indicated that 
they had been recently soled and heeled. 
But, more significant, considerable crimson 
clay was caked upon them. With nervous 
fingers I drew out the sketch I had made 
of the prints I had found in the clay. 
These corresponded identically with the 
soles of the shoes I held. I had forged 


Make big Money 


This Enjoyable New Way 


Here's health, wealth'and in- 
dependence for you. Big pay, 
easy work, your own hours. 
Drive your own car which we 
will furnish, show samples, 
take orders for finest line of 
men's, women's, and chil- 
dren's hosiery you ever saw. 
121 styles and colors guaran- 
teed 7 months and sold at low direct-to-wearer prices. Col- 
lect your big cash profit in advance. Steady income, 
permanent business, Make more money than you ever 
made in your life and be sure of vour job. It's / to earn 


b 

$1750 Daily 2s 
ALT . Bonus 
Think of it! After a pleasant day's business among 
friends and acquaintances you count up $17.50 or more 
cash profit for yourself. Then do the same tomorrow 
and day after day, week after week. It's being done and 
f you can doit. We'll gladly send you 
b 4 sworn proof. No experience needed. Our 
| amazing new plan gets business fast. We 
delive’ You i show samples and 
write o lers and collect your big CASH 
PROFITS. Lig bonus, too! And your 
TASEK STOCKINGS WITHOUT 
GET YOUR SAMPLES QUICK! 
We'll start you at once. Don't 
let lack oí experience hold you 
back. Begin in spare time if 
you wish. We give credit 
and furnish samples. Mail 
coupon at once about our 
Big Bonus Plan, Free Auto 
offer and Agent's Free 
Sample Outfit. Don't 
hesitate—don't delay! Get 
right into the BIG-PAY 
Betterknit Textile 
Co., Dept. F-90, Greenfield, O. 
lBETTERKNIT TEXTILE CO. : 

D F-90. field, O 
send details of Fr 
E AUTO offer. 
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Town State. l 


68 MILES ON 1 GAL. OF GAS 


Thermostatic Carburetor Control big success, Ford goes 
68 miles on 1 gal, gas. Starts coldest motor instantly. 
SAMPLE GIVEN TO INTRODUCE. Sales guaranteed 
or money refund Producing salesmen bee: me Distributors at 


led. Lu 
15.00 a day sala" cing ealesmen, becom 
O., Dept. 924-C, 157 E. Erie St., Chicago, tin o DEVICES 


LEARN TO WRITE 


N SHORT STORIES 


Jack London s: 


















“Asa veteran in 
the Short Story Game I feel justified 
in giving my judgment that your 
simple, nem straight -from - the- 
shoulder method of presenting the 
cour s excellently comprehensive 
and practical." He endorsed no 
other. 
With our unlimited personal criticism and manuscript sal 
service, you, too, can lenrn to write the stories of your dreams an 
experiences. Many earn $5,000 to $10,000 yearly. Over 25,000 pub. 
lications buying stories'today! Write for free bo: “The Art of 
Story Writing’’ andzdetails of our special offer! No obligation! 
HOOSIER INSTITUTE 
Short Story Dept. 1984, Ft. Wayne, Indiana 


Skin Troubles 


Cleared Up—often in 24 hours. To prove 
you can be rid of pimples, blackheads, acne 
eruptions on the face or body, barbers’ itch, 


eczema, enlarged pores, oily or shiny skin, 
simply send me your name and address today— no cost 
—no obligation. CLEAR-TONE tried and tested in over 
100,000 cases—used like toilet water—is simply magical 
ín prompt results. You can repay the favor 24 telling 
ES friends; if not, the loss is mine. WRITE TODAY. 


AY 
S. GIVENS, 436 Chemical Bidg., Kansas City, Mo. 
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YOUR CHOICE OF ANY TWO $598 


Get This Wonderful RING COMBINATION! 
Weddi Ring with choice of other, only $5.98—Tbink of it! Most 
beautifal 19°F Basket Designa in genuine Sterling. Set with famous 
Elite Imitation Diamones known for their lasting fiery brilliance. Com- 
pete them with the genuine, if you can tell the difference, send them 


ack, 
R 
Money Back Guaranteed 275.21. DON'T SEND 
PENNY! Just name, address, Number of Rings wanted with finger 
size. Pay postman price shown or if combination $5.98 on arrival 
f not delighted, Money Refunded. 
iteJewelryHouse, Dopt.1521,25E. Jackson Bivd., Chicago 
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another link in the chain which would 
drag Parlotti to the electric chair. The 
condition of one of the indicated 
why the fastidious murderer never had 
worn them again. There was a two-inch 
gash in the leather, undoubtedly cut by 
flying glass when the windshield of the 
stolen car was smashed. 

As I was debating what to do with the 
shoes, I heard the bang of a door and the 
sound of persons ascending the stairs. 
Suspecting the Kid had not been suffi- 
ciently strong for an extended ride and 
that all were returning, I dropped the 
shoes and made for the roof, locking the 
door behind me. I was just in time. Look- 
ing down I saw Snow and Mollie practi- 
cally dragging the Kid. She left them at 
the door of the flat and hurried away. 

Through the day I watched the pair. 
Nothing of particular moment occurred. 
A doctor, probably sent by Mollie, came 
and dressed Connors' wound. The Kid 
seemed to recover quickly. And twice 
thereafter he and Snow ate from a tray 
brought by a waiter of shifty appearance, 
no doubt from a near-by restaurant. In 
the late aíternoon, satisfied neither was 
going out for a time, I went to a drug- 
store and telephoned Delaney, telling him 
I had something of importance to commu- 
nicate. I asked him to come to the neigh- 
borhood that night and wait in the door- 
way of the place across the street until I 
came to him. 

Immediately after dark there was move- 
ment across the shaft. First, Snow dressed 
carefully, obviously for the street. Then 
he pulled the dresser aside, lifted a bit of 
planking and drew forth a big revolver and 
a box. The weapon fascinated me. From 
its appearance I felt certain it the 
murder gun. "Taking the cover from the 
box, Snow lifted out two small packages, 
and placed one in his pocket. I could see 
the Kid was talking angrily and shaking 
his fist. Snow laughed, opened the other, 
placed its contents upon the side of his 
hand and drew it beneath his nose. He 
had taken a shot of cocaine, probably to 
steady his nerves. 


shoes 


Vas 


HEN he moved to a heavy square-post 
dresser, carrying the weapon. And, to 
my amazement, he unscrewed the round 
top of one of one of those wooden dresser 
posts, ran his fingers inside, drew out some 
cartridges, loaded the gun and slipped it 
under his left arm, evidently in a holster. 
The hiding-place was a new one on mé. 
A minute later he put on his hat. I hur- 
ried to the street. He walked away boldly 
toward the avenue, instead of slinking, as 
had*been his recent custom. I picked up 
Delaney, hurriedly outlined some of the 
things I had learned, dwelling upon the 
big revolver and th? clay spattered shoes. 
"You've got enough to nick him. Why 
not rush him now?" 

"Because I think he's going to lead me 
to Mollie. If we can take them together, 
we can speed back and nail the Kid." 

Snow jumped into a cab and headed 
south. I suspected he was going to Gro- 
gan's and confided my thought to Delaney 
as we trailed him in a taxi. "Listen," I 
said, finally, as the route of the taxi ahead 
indicated its destination was the East Side 
dive, “I'll go inside, learn if he meets 
Mollie, then come out and tip you. In the 
meantime summon a few men to help in 
case of emergency and send one to watch 
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With this Amazing Device 


I Drove 
1300 Miles 


Without Buying 
Gasoline 


No wonder over a million car owners 
have installed the Stransky Vaporizer! 
J. R. Wood of St. Louis writes that he 
ran his car 3,000 miles on the same 
amount of gas that he formerly used 
on only 1,700 miles. Read the inven- 
tor's daring no-risk offer to you. 


Many Earn $75 to $200 In a Week 


Seldom if ever has such a money-making 
opportunity been offered  distributors—ex- 
perienced or otherwise—full time or spare time. 
Think how fast the money rolls in when Foster 
could make $137.50 in a week—Fuller $104.50 
in five days—Cronk $51 in an hour. 


How It Works 


The Stransky Vaporizer was invented by J. 
A. Stransky, former candidate for Governor of 
South Dakota.; It is 
based on a meéwly-dis- 
covered scientific en- 
gineering principle that 
has stood thousands of 
tests by car owners, 


57 Miles on a Gallon 
J. T. Jackson, Micl 
reports he drov 
1914 model Ford 5 
miles on one gallon. 


dealers, garage mechan- 43 Miles on a Gallon 


ried them 
rolet got 


ics and other authorities. 
It has no delicate parts 
to get out of order. 
There is nothing com- 
plicated about it. You 
can attach it to your 
engine in about three 
minutes and it needs no 
further attention. 

Official tests show that 
most car owners waste 
20% to 30% of their gas by improper combusti 
Thousands of car owners say that this amazing 
device has saved them as much as 50%; that it 
picks up power more quickly, ENDS spark plug 
and carbon troubles and works in all weathers or 
roads. And so convinced is the inventor that it 
will prove its story that he makes the following 
no-risk offer. 


Mail Coupon Below 


This coupon will bring you full details of our 
plan to let you test this device on your car in the 
same way. You will also learn a definite plan that 
has helped others earn $75 to $200 in a week, full 
or spare time. Your request will not obligate 
you, Rush the coupon today. 


The STRANSKY 


VAPORIZER 


Saves Gasoline 


J. A. STRANSKY MFG. CO. 
-270 Stransky Bldg., Pukwana, South Dakota 


EE. gasoline 


J. A. STRANSKY MFG. CO 
D-270 Stransky Bldg., Pukwana, S. Dak. 

Tell me how I can get a sample of the Stransky 
Vaporizer at your risk. Also tell me how I can 


"We hav 
(ol 
Carroll. Rex 
another 
owner, reports ! 
25 miles a gallon. 
Took the device otf 
and mileage dropped 
to 19. Put it back 
and mileage moved 
up to 25. 
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make from 5 to $200 in a week as your dis- 
tributor. This does not obligate me in any way. 
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Where Skin Defects 
Show Hrst 
How to Stop Them 


Don't be distressed over blackheads, large ores, 
pane and age signs. For now a magic new Tonic 

ace Powder renews skin youth— -healing pimples; 
fe enlarged pass and correcting oily skin. 
Even blackheads disappear! 


Most marvelous of all this amazing new kind of 
powder stays on till you wash it off—despite wind 
or perspiration. Get Golden Peacock Tonic Face 
Powder from any drug or department store today— 
and watch your skin grow young again! 


Created by the Paris Toilet Co., 
Paris, Tenn., makers of the fam- 
ous Golden Peacock Bleach Creme. 


n Peacock 
C Tonic Face Powder 


MASCARILLO 


Darkens and Beautifies Eyebrows 


An absolutely harmless preparation 
for retouching and beautifying eye- 
brows, eyelashes, beards and ha 


NOT A DYE. E Taa Pee in all shade: - 
Meyer's Mascarillo has 


Standard for over 50 years. 

sale at Drug and Dept. Stores’ or 
sent on receipt of $1.00. Six gen- 

erous samples sent on receipt of - 


CHARLES MEYER, 5 E. 12th St., N. Y. C. 












* 
Make everybody like you! 

Vitalize your personality in these 

4 winning ways: 

Gain: (1) Abundant Health. — (2) Luxuriant Hair. 

(3) A Wonderful Voice. (4) A "Steel Trap'' Memory. 
SUCCESS secrets explained by an ancient 
Egyptian authority. How to gain glorious 
health, conquer baldness and grow a beau- 
tiful head of hair, develop an enviable 
speaking and singing voice, and multiply 
efficiency of your memory are clearly told. 
Send only one dollar today for book. If not 
satisfied, your money refunded. 


Ancient Egyptian 


O n ecr 


SYSTEM 


Box 546-A Seattle, Washington 
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the Kid. If he attempts to leave the 
flat, he's to be pinched.” 

As Parlotti left his car in íront of 
Grogan's, Delaney and I dismissed ours 


halí a block up the street and he hastened 
away to summon help. I followed Snow 
to the upper floor. Mollie was there all 
right. And she evidently had tipped off 
the crowd that he was coming, for they 
showed no surprise, but gave him a noisy 
welcome. Taking a seat at a table with 
Mollie, he ordered drinks for everybody. 
jut he did not touch his. Instead, he 
sniffed the second paper of snow, despite 
the girl's efforts to dissuade him. 

I watched and waited a full half hour 
before I slipped outside and across the 
street, where I found Delaney. “Every- 
thing’s O. K.” he said. “I’ve got a dozen 
men close, ready to rush the place. We're 
prepared to cover the yard and roof also. 
And a man's gone up to keep tabs on the 
Kid." 

“Good! I'll go back and take a position 

that I can cover Snow and Mollie. 
Give me five minutes’ start, then come up, 
as quietly as you can." 


so 


ITH my right hand gripping the gun 

in my coat pocket, I returned to the 
upper floor. Everything appeared about 
as I had leít it. I moved along toward 
the steps leading to the platform where 
the pool tables were located, intending to 
prevent a getaway by the rear windows, 
which opened directly upon a fire-escape. 
But I had taken less than a half dozen 
steps when a "hophead" hanger-on of the 
place stumbled through the door, his face 
dead white and a trembling hand pointed 
at me. 

"Get that guy, Snow. He's a stool. I 
just seen him talking to Delaney, the dick. 
And they's bulls ail around the place 

On the instant I saw Parlotti's hand 
dart under his coat, toward the deadly 
forty-five. Surrounded as I was by gun- 
men and crooks, the kind who killed first 
and asked questions afterward, I realized 


" 





that only by lightning action could I save 
myself until Delaney and his men came. 
I was close to the wall—within a few feet 


of the button controlling the electric lights. 
Even as Snow's hand moved, I leaped and 
jabbed the button. 'The room was plunged 
into pitch blackness. Instantly bullets tore 
into the plaster about me. I dropped. 
Around and on top of me men and women 
were fighting, screaming, cursing and 
shooting. I pressed closer to the wall and 
crawled rapidly toward the steps. A mass 
of persons were struggling upon them. I 
drew myself over the rail and crouched, 
my gun held ready. 

Far back I heard a crashing and hoarse 
cries which rose above the tumult within 
the rooms. Delaney and his aides had 


broken in. Then the lights were snapped 
on. The place was a bedlam, everyone 
hitting at those nearest. But I saw Par- 


lotti, backing between the pool tables, his 
revolver swinging wickedly. Behind him, 
in an open window, Mollie was shrieking 
for him to hurry. 

Snow saw me. I dropped. His bullet 
ripped into someone behind me, who gave a 
wild yell. I fired, missed and stumbled. 
Snow pulled the trigger again. No report 
followed. It had jammed or his last car- 
tridge had been exploded. Hurling the 
weapon at me, he swung and leaped for 
the window. Mollie had disappeared. He 
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True Detective Mysteries 


was halí-way through the opening before 
I could aim. At my shot he seemed to 
crumple up, then slipped out into the black- 
ness. 

Instinctively I snatched up Snow's gun. 
Dully I realized that the hubbub was sub- 
siding. And I could hear Delaney's shout 
of encouragement as I hurled myself 
through the window upon the fire-escape. 
On the platform one floor below, at the 
foot of the ladder, lay the huddled body 
of a man. Delaney was at my shoulder 
when I turned it over. It was Snow Par- 
lotti—dead. 

"Where's the girl?” cried my companion. 


POINTED to an open window directly 

before us. "She probably made her get- 
away through there. We haven't a minute 
to lose. Ten to one she's off to warn the 
Kid. ‘Tell your men to clean up here and 
you follow me." In a few seconds we 
were in the street. We halted a taxicab 
and immediately headed north, telling the 
driver to forget all traffic rules. 

Reaching the Kid's hideout, Delaney and 
I leaped from the cab and raced up the 
stairway. The detective on guard met us. 
"A girl just came. She's irside with the 
Kid." 

"Come on," I cried. At the door I 
wasted no time in strategy, but struck sev- 
eral blows. “Who's there?" came in a 
man's voice from inside, 

"Open up, Connors, we want to see you !" 

"Like hell I will." 

“Quick! Before they can shoot through 
the door,” I whispered. 

The next instant the three of us hurled 
ourselves against the barrier. A creaking, 
a crash as the lock splintered and it flew 
wide. The Kid was leaning against the 
bed, Mollie helping him on with his coat. 
As we entered she made a dash for the 
table upon which lay a revolver. I was 
upon her in a bound, wrenched it from 
her hand and sent her staggering into a 
corner. I turned to note that the others 
held Connors by either arm. 

“Sit him on the bed,” I said, seeing that 
he stood stooped, favoring his injured side. 
They frisked him, found nothing and did 
I had directed. 

“What the devil do you guys 
“Shut up, Kid,” I said, stepping to the 


as 








foot of the bed. “Now listen and get 
everything straight. You're under arrest. 
Murder’s the charge." His eyes went 
wide, but he laughed hoarsely. 

“I said—murder. We've got Snow. 

“Mollie has told you that. And he's 
squealed—everything." 

"That's a lie" Mollie pushed close, 


fairly snarling with rage. 
"Get me, Kid," I said, shoving her aside. 
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True Detective Mysteries 


"Don't talk, Kid—don't!" from Mollie. 
"They're bluffing.” I nodded to Delaney 
and he pushed her into a chair. 

"No, Kid," I went on, "he wasn't lying. 
Here's your big forty-five, see.” I pushed 
it toward him. “He told me he borrowed 
it before he went out to-night.” 


H's face had gone chalk-white, but he 
set his teeth and clenched his hands, 
trying to down the agony of fear which 
gripped him. 

“And he told me where you kept the 
bullets, always close by you. Look!” 
With rapid fingers I unscrewed the top of 
the dresser post, picked out half a dozen 
cartridges and tossed them on the bed be- 
side him. He looked at them, a crazed fear 
in his eyes. Then he faced me, fairly stut- 
tering as he spoke. “So help me, he's 








lying. That ain't my gun—it's his'n 
"Don't, Kid—don't talk! Snow'd never 
squeal. "They're Delaney clapped a 


hand over her mouth. 

'Then I got a hunch. "There might be 
something concealed in the other post. 
Shrugging, I moved to it—unscrewed the 
top. 'The space uncovered was filled with 
postage stamps. I plunged my fingers in 
and drew out a big handful. Dozens and 
dozens of them, apparently all of the four- 
cent, value. Swinging upon the Kid, I 
laughed derisively. “Lied, did. he? Not 
much. And he didn't lie about these and 
the other branch post-offices you've robbed. 
These are the stamps you and he stole 
when you cleaned out Baker's drug-store. 
Where you also got $300 in cash and a 
lot of dope " 

"Wait a minute. For God's sake, give 
me a chance." ‘The Kid was fairly quiv- 
ering, clutching at the bed-clothing, the 
muscles of his face twitching with awful 
fear. "Il tell. . . everything 

"You shan't.” It was an agonized cry 
from Mollie. 

“The hell I won't !" he snarled, swinging 
toward her, his lips drawn back from his 
set teeth, all the brute in his nature show- 
ing in his features. "Do you think I'm 








going to the chair to save him? No, blast 
his crazy hop-head!” 


The girl slumped and covered her face 
with her hands. She realized the game 
was up. Connors turned back to me and 
dragged himself close. "Listen, mister, so 
help me, that's Snow's gun. He killed the 
guy. I didn't want him to. But you 
couldn't hold him that night. He had filled 
himself with snow for nerve to go through. 
Dope from what we got from Baker's. 
Dope he's been using ever since. That 
was what was the matter with him. 
Always after the dope. He hadn't the 
guts of a rat without it. That's why he 
went after so many drug-stores : 

"Just a minute," I broke in. 
Coleman mixed up in this? 
plan it?" 

"No, the sap. All he did was blab. 
Mollie made a sucker of him and he blew 
all he knew." 





"How was 
Did he help 


OME over here to the table, Kid." 

I half dragged him to a chair. Then 
I pulled up another, opened my note-book, 
took out my pen, ready to record his con- 
fession. And he made one, complete in 
detail, piling up the evidence which clinched 
my case and listing a chain of crimes cer- 
tain to convict him and Mollie before any 
jury. -I, more than the others, welcomed 
his admissions with extreme satisfaction. 
For he confirmed my deductions almost to 
the last detail and proved that I had fol- 
lowed a pretty direct trail. 

By pleading guilty to second-degree 
murder, the Albany Kid saved his neck. 
He's doing a life«term. And Mollie will 
be behind bars until she's an old woman. 
Archer Coleman, after serving the state 
as a witness, was released from custody. 
He is in the Far West, working hard and 
building up a reputation which will permit 
him to come back some day and ask Dot an 
important question. She probably will say 
“yes,” for she stuck to him throughout the 
trial, despite his admissions that he had 
made several kinds of a fool of himself, 


Hijackers 


(Continued from page 45) 


where you are until I cough. "Then you 
jump up and give them the works." 

There was a rumble of assent. Fingers 
groped for revolvers. 

Lieutenant Rennie leaned forward as 
the headlights picked up the entrance to 
the wooden bridge. 

“They have it blocked." The words came 
between his set teeth. "We're in luck." 

"Crash the bridge!" Captain Lunn or- 


dered. "We aren't supposed to know the 
bridge is blocked." He bent over the 
back of the íront seat. "Hold tight, 
everybody. Watch your heads against 
those sides!” 


HE car leaped forward. There was a 
shock, the roar of metal striking metal, 
and then the tinkle of falling glass. Lieu- 
tenant Rennie snapped off the engine. 
Captain Lunn swore with the vocabulary 
of a bootlegger. The rear of the car was 
very quiet. 
A shadowy form appeared in the road 
near Captain Lunn. A hand reached for- 


ward and threw open the door. The next 
moment there came the rays of a flash- 
light playing over the front seat, revealing 
the two officers. 

“Put your hands up!” directed the owner 
of the light. 

Captain Lunn and Lieutenant Rennie 
obeyed. A second form came out of the 
night and stood beside Lieutenant Rennie. 

“What you got in back there?” de- 
manded the first hijacker. 

“Greased lightning,” said Captain Lunn. 

“Huh!” The grunt came from the man 
with the light. “Maybe whiskey.” 

“Maybe,” Captain Lunn admitted. 

“Me see.” The owner of the light re- 
vealed a second hand in which a revolver 
glittered. “Hop out!” 

Captain Lunn obeyed. A third man came 
out of the night, pressed a revolver against 
the chest of the officer, and forced him 
against the entrance of the bridge. Lieu- 
tenant Rennie was covered by a fourth 
hijacker as he stepped from the car. 

The two men advanced toward the rear 
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True Detective Mysteries 


doors of the machine. ‘The reporters felt 
the muscles of the troopers above them 
stiffen. Sergeant Merkle was swearing 
softly beneath his breath. His right hand, 
in which a revolver was gripped, moved up 
and down convulsively. 

“Come on, baby! 
whispered. 

Sergeant Gaffney climbed to his knees 
and crouched, ready to spring. 

A groan came from a reporter, who had 
a spur from the foot of one of the troop- 
ers sticking into the muscles of his leg. 

“What's that?" demanded one of the hi- 
jackers. 

His answer was a cough from Captain 
Lunn. The officer seized the revolver 
pointed at his breast and knocked it up- 
ward. There was a flash of light, a loud 
report, which echoed along the banks of 
the gully, and the two men fell to the 
ground. 

Lieutenant Rennie dove at the man be- 
fore him. They grappled, fell, and rolled 
down the bank. 

Sergeant Gaffney leaped upon the shoul- 
ders Of the man on his side of the car. 
They went down together without a sound. 
Sparks flew from the road where the ser- 
geant was trying to gain a foothold with 
his spur. 





Trooper Williams 


ERGEANT MERKLE and "Trooper 
Williams both hurled themselves upon 
the fourth hijacker. He went down with 


a thud. There was a groan. 
"Ive got him." Sergeant Merkle's 
muffled voice sounded in the night. “Break 


away, and go to the Old Man." 

'Trooper Williams struggled to his feet. 
He limped as he ran forward. There was 
an ominous silence. 

“You would, would you!" Sergeant 
Merkle's voice broke the stillness. There 
was the sound of a blow, a groan, and then 
silence again. 

A revolver barked twenty yards back 
along the road. 

"Lieutenant!" Captain Lunn's voice rang 
out in the night. 

A furious struggle was going on up 
there by the road. Trooper Williams 
limped forward, struck a hole in the road 
and fell. A groan passed his lips. 

"Light!" he called. "He's killing the 
Lieutenant! For God's sake, bring a light !" 

He tried to stumble to his feet, groaned, 
and fell again. 

Sergeant Gaffney staggered toward the 
bridge, half leading, half carrying a man. 
Sergeant Merkle charged forward. The 
flash-light he carried showed Trooper Wil- 
liams stretched out on the ground. He 
was very still. 

Then a voice came from the other side 
of the road, by the old wooden fence that 
led to the river at the bottom of the gully 
on that side. What was being said couldn't 
be printed here. 

'There was Lieutenant Rennie, engaged in 
a death struggle with an Indian. But the 
struggle was just ending when they got to 
him; he had his antagonist overpowered. 

"Coming! I've got him!" he yelled. 

Handcuffs were quickly produced and 
placed on the prisoner's wrists. The Indian 
was the man Lieutenant Rennie had ques- 
tioned regarding his name. The officer 
held him against the side of the bridge. 

"So your name is John Crow, is it?" he 
demanded. 


| 115 N. Desplaines St., Dept. 104 
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PICK THE JOB 
YOU WANT 





Men don't just fall into easy jobs or 
big pay positions—they prepare for 
the big chance before it comes. 

Make up your mind today what you want to be, 
then take the first step.at once. You don't 
have to go to college to get ahead. Other men 
have gone there for you and have put the things 
they learned there and through years of practical 
experience into easily understood books which 
give you a short cut to a better and a bigger job. 

We have picked 13 of the best paying professions 
and have published for your benefit new editions 
of the most practica!, the most valuable books 
we have ever printed on-the subjects covered. 


JIFFY INDEX 


Our new Jiffy Index makes each book a quick 
reference work—no time need be wasted in search 
or study—put your finger on the facts you want 
instantly. : 


PAY-RAISING BOOKS 


Automobile Engineering, 5 volumes, over 2,000 
pages..... rez 


ae SE ee ey a | 
Civil Engineering, 9 volumes, 3,900 pages, 8,000 











jo 0r MEMMRE- ucro a ecu edd. 
Business Management, 8 volumes, 2,500 pages, 

well illustrated....... - 29.80 
Fire Prevention and I 

pages, 600 pictures... - - 14.80 
Electrical Engineering, 4 volumes, complete in 

every way..... 19.80 
Modern Shop Pr: 

2,500 Dict ites uec Sa ur recreo n 24.80 
Steam and Gas Engineering, 7 volumes, 3,300 

pages, 2,500 pictures........................ 24.80 
Law and Practice (with reading course) 13 

volumes 6, "pages, illustrated... .........- 49.80 
Telephony ard Telegraphy, 4 volumes, 1,728 

pages, 2,000 pictures......... PEU a 14.80 
Sanitation, Heating and Ventilating, 4 volumes, 

1.454 pages, 1,400 picturés....... .......... 14.80 
Drawing, 4 volumes, 1,578 pages, 1,000 pictures, 

blue prints, etc...........- - ap 14.80 
Employment Management and Safety gineer- 

ing, 7 volumes, 1,800 pages, 540 illustrations, 

charts andidisgrams.. 2..-.--<sesssee------ 24:80 
Architecture, Carpentry and Building, 5 volumes, 

includes 58 beautiful architectural plates free.. 24.80 


SHIPPED FREE 


Words alone cannot describe the full value these books 
may be to you, so we ship Free for Examination. Pick 
the set you want, the price is plainly shown, but Send 
No Money: just your name and address, and the books 
will be sent promptly. 

Take ten full days to read, test and examine them. 
You'll realize at once what a tremendous force for your 
future they can be. 

After ten days you send only $2.00; then $3.00 per 
month until the balance is paid. here Are No In- 
terest Charges of Any Kind: the price shown is the 


total. 
EMPLOYMENT SERVICE 

For the benefit of red-blooded men who look forward 
to bigger earnings and greater responsibilities—which 
we give through these books—we conduct a complete 
employment department and include this service with- 
out cost. We are in close touch with a great many 
employers whose needs you might never hear of except 
through us. 


SSCS CSS eee eee eee 
AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY, Chicago, U.S.A., Dept. X-4188 


Please send me set of. 





for 10 DAYS’ examination. I will examine the books thoroughly 
and if satisfied, will send $2.00 within 10 days and $3.00 each 


month until I have paid the special price of $- —— 

If I decide not to keep the books I will return them at your ex- 
pense at end of 10 days. 

Name. 


Address. 





Reference — 


Size 16x20 inches 

Same price for full length € 
bust form, groups, land- 

scapes, pet animais, etc. 

or enlargements of any part 

of group picture. fe ro- 

turn of your own original 

photo guaranteed. 


Just mail photo or 
SEND NO MONEY feet pat ono es 
and within a week you will receive your beauti- 
ful life-like enlargement, size 16x20 in., guaran- 
teed fadeleas. P: tman plus postuge— 
or send $1.00 with order and we pay postage. 


Special Free Offer 15. v. 


will send FREE a hand-tinted miniature reproduction of 
Take 








oto sent. 
vantage now of this amazing offer and send your photo today. 


UNITED PORTRAIT COMPANY 


Chicago, tll. 
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MEN and 
WOMEN.... 


I, 
byl 6 
Offer 
YO U CARL E. MANDEL 


$100.00 a Week! 


No Capital 
Required 


IKE clock-work hundreds of men and women are 

now earning $100 a week— many are earning as 

much as $10,000 yearly — while TEN THOUSAND 

are making a good living! ... .. These uplifted 

ple never before earáed so much money 

nor did they believe it could be done so easily and in so 

dignified a manner. 

er began by devoting spare time— their carnings soon 
justified full time to this big money making proposition. 


Your Business—and You're Boss 
I SUPPLY you the business and the capital. My company | 




































No Éxperience 


Necessary 


manufactures the famous and complete line of Carlton 
Custom-Quality Shirts for the ever new, never exhaustible 
American et of 35,000,000 prospects. | 


Through you I sell this market direct. All | 
you need do is show our samples and quote 
our low prices. We deliver, collect and 
guarantee satisfaction. 


You are paid dailv in cash. To those who 
4 are ambitious, we pay, besides these big 
earnings, EXTRA CASH BONUSES and a 
Fred.Frankel, SHARE IN THE PROFITS 
Illinois, Com- 


missions aver- FREE Samples Fit Pocket : 


agcover ne b f 2 

a week with UPON receipt, by us, of coupon below you 

hae will be furnished with complete samples . 

‘SS of Carlron Shirts, prices, order books and 
valuable supplies. 
Compact Sales Kit, furnished FREE, goes 
in your pocket, like the $100 a week. You 
“conduct four business casily, with dignity 
and make more money in less time with 
least effort. Act Now! 


Mrs.A. Hand, 
N.J.-During 
hersparetime 
earnedasbigh 
as $10.50 in 
one day. 





MAIL COUPON, 


Carl E. Mandel, President 

CARLTON MILLS, Inc. 

A14 Fifth Ave., Dept. 300, New York 
Send Complete Free Sample Outfit of Carlton 

Custom-Quality Shirts—also details of earnings, bonus 

and profit sharing. 

NAME 


J A 





This Int i 
shows bow Son" can become 
player of piano or organ at 
usual cost. It sh: 


eth. 
tant = i put in teaching music. 
home the advantage of ‘story study 
or experienced E D NE 
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it artists, 
DE mL X loday for free book, 
tudio TRA, 135 AE NM ER Um. 


Special Offer— 


RADIIS fire flashes from this 
orgeous Reproduction Diamond 
Biue-whi color. More 

qot diamonds. 32 d =: faceta re- 
flect d brilliancy. Set in engraved 
latinum ‘Mon Tifany mounting, 

Send No Money Sicha $2.49 
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uarant 


BRADLEY A-62 NEWTON, MASS, 


ents «- Here It Is 
Women DERI LEP 


Here's the line—the original food flavors in tubes— 
goes three times farther than ordinary kinds. Cost 
no more. Big orders every day. Over 200 specialties. 

Steady income. Outfit furnished. Write for sample. 


C. H. Stuart & Co., B-185, Newark, New York ! 








True Detective Mysteries 


The Indian was silent. 

Captain Lunn appeared with a prisoner. 

"Where is your man?" he asked Ser- 
geant Merkle. 

"Back on the ground," 
"He's out." 

Captain Lunn threw a ray of light over 
the group. 

"Everybody here?” He 
figures grouped about him. 

“Trooper Williams isn't." The cry came 
from the reporters, who tumbled from the 


came the answer. 


counted the 


car. "He's on the ground somewhere. 
He's hurt.” 
HEY found him. Captain Lunn 


dropped to his knees. 
hands went over his head, 
then his legs. 
he stopped. 

"Bring the light close," he directed. 

Captain Lunn removed a puttee. He 
drew his knife, cut the laces of the shoe, 
and then the leather. He carefully pulled 
the shoe from the injured foot. 


His practiced 
his body, and 
When he reached one ankle 


tim,” 
fainted.” 

"I think he broke it when we both dived 
on that bird back there,” explained Ser- 
geant Merkle. “I heard something snap as 
we all went down.” 

"Hm," Captain Lunn repeated.. “Ran 
thirty feet with a busted ankle trying to go 
in to help Lieutenant Rennie.” He lifted 
Trooper Williams in his great arms and 
placed him tenderly on the rear seat of 
the car. 

They 
floor. 


he said. “Busted ankle. He's 


loaded the prisoners in on the 
Sergeants Merkle and Gaffney and 
the reporters rode on the running-board. 
Long after midnight the ca; stopped be- 
fore the county jail in Tracer. A sleepy 


A Human Life for One Square Meal 


( Continued from page 42) 


She is living at Vendome apt. 

Brainard 674-676 apart 20. His tele- 
phone is Hoy. 3412 W. You call him and 
tell him to quit going with her or leave 
note in his car. 

Chevrorlet No liscense. 

347-408 which is by this apt. 
night especially Sat. and Sun. 
you would go and see Mrs. 
can can tell you lots. 

And if you want to know where Mr. 
Cort lives the Brennens can tell you. li 
she is suing for devorce they will make 
good witnesses. I think he will be easy 
scared out. And would quit her lcng ago 
but she coaxes him to go and tell him you 
don't know a thing about it. She wants 
to live over there with Clara and Dell. 
And her in there love nest. 

And none of them married Now you 
know something and you can do as you 
like about it. Breaking up her plans. He 
is a good fellow but she tells him so many 
tales of woe. Destroy this and if any one 
asks where you heard this tell them you 
have a detective at work." 


most any 
night. If 
Brennen she 


'There was no signature. 

“Bill and his wife have been parted 
almost .a year,” said Thomas. “They 
simply couldn't get along. He likes her. 
Was crazy about her, but their tempers 
clashed. It was a case of can't live with 
her and can't live without her. I don't 
know where this note came írom and I 
don't know if Bill investigated or not. 
You see it came to him and he didn't say 
anything about it. I found it when I 
moved and now it may have some bear- 
ing on the case. I want to help all I can.” 


HE envelope was missing but Thomas 

said he thought he had thrown it away. 
He didn't remember because he had thrown 
out a lot of rubbish but it had been in an 
envelope when he found it. He didn't 
know the date it had come because there 
was no date on it, but undoubtedly it was 
a few days before Bill disappeared, as he 
had started talking about his wife and had 
been out several nights, possibly watching 
the apartment mentioned. 

Thomas did not know who the mys- 


deputy answered the summons. He 
blinked as he saw Captain Lunn. 

“What you got, Captain?” 

“Hijackers,” Captain Lunn chuckled. 
“Hijackers. Lower than a snake, and 
twice as dangerous.” 

That was the passing of the Pardoe 
gang. 
terious Dave Cort was nor could he 
throw any more light on the affair. He 


was vague too when it came to naming any 
specific expressmen who had warned him 
to keep from working so hard. They had 
not spoken to him but to Bill, he said. 
Bill was more of a manager and worked 
harder than he. All he knew about it was 
what Bill said. Bat wasn't the note enough 
to convince any one that some business 
rival had killed him? 

"Now to find Mrs. 
she can help us," said Harris. "We'll go 
to her apartment. At least, to the apart- 
ment this note indicates she is living at." 

But Mrs. Hanlon wasn't living there 
and never had been as far as could be 
learned. But finding her was easy. She 
had read of the death of her husband. 

Mrs. Hanlon came to the county jail 
and told what she knew about the murder 
of her husband. She had been parted from 
him for nearly a year. "There were no 
other men she assured the deputies. They 
couldnt get along so she left him. She 
liked him but why should they attempt to 
live together when they were so unsuited 
for each other? 

But Mrs. Hanlon had been living under 
the name of Helen Ashley. 

"Why should it be necessary 
live under an assumed name, Mrs. Han- 
lon?" asked the desk captain. She could 
not explain. why it should—other than that 
she had parted írom her husband and 
wanted to forget him. 

'This ended the questioning for the time 
being. Deputies began to check up on her 
movements and after she left, other ques- 
tions arose. Thomas came forth with more 
information. 

“I'm: sure she knows something about 
it,” he said. “When Bill left, he said he 


Hanlon. Im sure 


for you to 


was going on a second honeymoon. She 
killed him, that’s what she done, or she 
hired some one to do it. Oh, my poor 


brother !' 
'The case was becoming complicated. 
And then entered another figure. A man 
by the name of Willis P. Hooker. He was 


Has New Hair 


KOTALKO 
DID IT 


ErancesLonsdale has 
thick, ir now. 
KOTALKO didie 
"My daughter was 
h a tte ious 
er er, 
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things, her hair would 
= grow. Nair t 
e roots were Gea e 
sent for KOTALKO as à final test and thought it would 
be like che other praparitions she had used without results. 
Det! now Iam gm glad to state that after using KOTALKO 
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lieved it possible.” 
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ir Sroh through KO 
men and women: You m buy a ful! 
drug store under money-re! guarantee. 
Qut coupon, or write for 


FREE Trial 


If you have dandruff, or are losing hair, 
or if you are nearly or entirely bald. 


KOTAL CO., D-355, Station L, New York 
Please send me Trial Box of KOTALKO 








as a Railway YE cous Inspector 
—a fascinating railway pro- 
fession, where you are practí- 
cally yo )ur own boss—see new faces 
pe sights each minute—are rap- 
idly advanced, 
Position Secured For You 
I train you in three months spare time home study and upon com- 


pletion offer you » position paying $120 and up per month salary—or 
refund your tuition, 


Write me oap tor free booklet, ‘A Profession of Protection,” 


and full detai 
JAMES T. JARRELL, Pree. 
Standard Business Training Inst. 


$828 a Day, 


Write quick for new proposition. 
We offer $8.00 a day and a new 
Chevrolet Coach for demonstrat- 
ing and taking orders for Comer : 
Suits. Spare time. No experi- 
ence required. Sample outfit 
free. Write now, 


COMER MFG. src c orbs o s "ppm e Dept. Z-315, Dayton, Ohio 


Buffalo, N. Y. 
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D$. an Hour for Spare Time 


Write me today and in one week you will have a 


businessof your own. I will send you sworn proof 
of $14.85a day or $2an hour for your spare time. 
aid daily in advance. 

Bonus besides, Introduce the most 
wonderful new line guaranteed 
hosiery youever saw. 126 styles 
and colors of men’s, women’s and 
children's finest pure thread Jap- 
anese silk, all fancy combinations 
of silk and lisle, novelty and sport, 
fullfashioned, chiffon, wool, etc. 
Beats store prices. Must wear 
6 months or new hose free. 


New Selling Plan 


brings amazing profits right 
fromthe start. You deliver 
or we deliver—suit yourself. No ex- 
perience needed. No license fee to pay- 
We protect our agents. Credit given. 
Exclusive territory. Extra bonus. Sam- 
ples furnished. Our Agents report that 
Wilknit Guaranteed Hosiery stands 
supreme head and shoulders above all 
other makes, no difference what is 
claimed. The new patterns, the high 
quality, the new low prices and our 
written guarantee assures you big sales 
and wonderful profits. Write quick. 


WILKNIT HOSIERY CO. 
No. 1785 Greenfield, Ohio 
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True Detective Mysteries 


a friend of the dead man and had been 
with him frequently. He must know some- 
thing about him but he claimed he was un- 
able to throw any light on the mystery. 
He knew nothing of any notes. Neither 
did he know of any threats. He knew Bill 
had engaged in several petty quarrels with 
different people but he did not think they 
were serious enough to warrant a quarrel 
to the death. 

“This was no street brawl," said Harris. 
“This man was slain in some house and 
carried away. ‘That eliminates that." 


OOKER knew Bill had money. As 

his clothing was missing it was not 
at all improbable that he had been slain 
for his money. Possibly his slayers 
thought he had the money concealed on 
his body and had removed his clothing to 
get it, and then had thrown it away and 
carried the body to a lonely spot to hide 
their crime. "This was plausible. 

"hats motive number three,” 
Harris. “We'll get some place 
a while." 

In the meanwhile investigation of Mrs. 
Hanlon revealed that she had been keep- 
ing company with a policeman by the name 
of Stanley Grant. It was believed he 
might know something of the affair but 


said 
after 


he denied But. why didn't Mrs. Han- 
lon mention him as a caller, deputies 
asked? And then Thomas entered. Was 


it not possible that he and Mrs. Hanlon 
may have had an affair which led to her 
leaving? Possibly he may have loved her 
and with her assistance had killed Bill? 

And then Thomas produced a list of 
names which he said he had found among 
some papers which were to be investigated 
in case Bill was killed. 

“See—he feared death,” 
triumphantly. 

But it was impossible to find any of the 
people mentioned, for questioning. 
said he had never heard of them. Neither 
did Mrs. Hanlon. Who were they then? 
Underworld associates? No, that was im- 
possible. Bill did not associate with un- 
derworld characters. But still they must 
be some one he knew. He must have had 


said ‘Thomas 


Thomas 


trouble with them. If they could be 
located, undoubtedly the slayer would be 
found. 

There were so many possibilities in a 


case of this sort that it made me dizzy. 
It seemed as though it grew more compli- 
cated with the passage of the hours. As 
it was only two days had elapsed since the 
body had been found and about the only 
thing the authorities were certain of was 
that Bill Hanlon was dead. 

And then it appeared that the least im- 
portant of the suspects, if he could be 
called a suspect, was locked up. He was 
Patrolman Stanley Grant. He was booked 
for “investigation.” He was able to con- 
vince deputies that he knew nothing of 
the crime and had only a passing acquaint- 
ance with Mrs. Hanlon afd he was re- 
leased after a brief stay in jail. 

As though to make amends for his re- 
lease and to do something that at least 
would make it appear as though a solution 
was near at hand, Thomas, Mrs. Hanlon 
and Hooker were arrested on the charge 
of suspicion of murder. While they were 
in jail a woman living on a nearby street 
told of hearing shots on the night of No- 
vember 14th and hearing a woman scream, 
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Hawaiian (Guitar 
FREE 


to our Students 


This Hawaiian Guitar 
expert and professor wants | 
the opportunity to welcome | 
you as a student so you will 
quickly learn how to play 5 
Hawaiian Guitar—yes, you will 
be able to play JU like the native 
Hawaiians. o get you started 
and help your musical success 
which will bring you popularity, 

ou will receive a beautifu 

Iawaiian Guitar, the same as 

the one pictured, free when 
you enroll. Our short cut 
method of instruction will 
enable you to playa piece 
almost from the first 
lesson. Rushcoupon / 
for full particulars < 

fea 





























today and we will 
reserve a gift Ha- 
waiian Guitar for 
you. 


Learn to | - 


Play Quickly 


With our short cut method of instruction 
you will quickly learn how to play Hz iian 
Guitar which will bring you popularity and social suc- 
rn to-lay from notes. If you never had 
trainfng, you will quickly get on, because 
experts have perfected a course of home 
instruction which is as simple as learning A, B, C's. 


Picture and Phonograph Record 
Method Easy We don't depend upon 


printed lessons only for your 
success, but we furnish pictures of our professors play- 
ing, diagrams, charts HT phonograph records 

for each lesson. This practically brings our 
professors from our studio to your own home 
and. enables you listen to their playing 
just as if they we: tually in front of you. 
To prove this is easy, we will send you your 
first lesson free. 


Rush Coupon-— Send No Money 


So positive are we that you will become one of 
our students, we will send Free without opiston, 
our first lesson. Also receive our free 

which gives particulars about our course. 
for your free k and your free lesson today. 



















big book 
Write 


HAWAIIAN STUDIO No. 8904 
of New York Academy of Music 
100 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 

Please rush your free book, “How to Learn Ha 
Guitar" and my first lesson. 'Also reserve a gift Ha 
Guitar for me. This obligates me in no way what 








Name..... eceooseevecesseeeseeececee vecors 
Address ...... een ———— sesseosososoososss 
[m PET E E CTI TRUE + SatOrcscovceseces 





BE A DETECTIVE 


Earn Big Money. Work home or travel. Make 
secret investigations. Fascinating work. Excellent 
opportunity. Experience unnecessary. Particulars 
free. Write, GEORGE D. WAGNER, former Govern- 
ment Detective, 2190 Broadway, New York. 


MEN OOK 5 


Make $100.00 a week and up, selling 
our fine made-to-measure, all-wool 
suits, direct to wearer. Biggest values— 
positively sell onsight. Biggest commis- 
sions paid in advance. We attend tode- 
livery and collections. 6x9 swatch sam- 
ples—over 100 styles all one price—furnished 
FREE. Part or full time men write at once. 


W-.2. Gibson, Inc,,161W.Harrison St., Dept. 0-565, Chicago 
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Many Well-Known Men 
Have Helped To 
Prepare These 


ELECTRICAL 
COURSES 


CHARLES P. 
STEINMETZ 


Nearry $200,000 has been spent in the prepara- 
tion of E Électrical Courses of the antemational 
Correspondence Schools. 


They have helped thousands of men to get good 
Positions in this NAE p protein for two reasons. 
(1) They are specially gned to meet the needs 
of the student who studies at home. (2) They are 
written by Practical men. 


.Here are just a few of the men who have con- 
tributed to these courses: 

Encar KNowLTON — Electrical Engineer, Alternating 
Current Engineering Department, General Electric Co. 

J. Lester Woopsripcr, E.D., and M.E.—Chief Engi- 
neer of the Electric Storage Battery Co. 

O0. J. BesnNELL—Superintendent of the Meter Depart- 
ment, Commonwealth Edison Co. 

S. A. FLETCHER—Electrical Engineer, Superintendent of 
Service, Alabama Power Co. 

H. B. Gram, A.B., M.E.—Engineer of Distribution, 
Assistant to Vice-president, Commonwealth Edison Co., 
Chicago. : 

Cc. E. LS helo de Engineer on the Woolworth 
Building, New York. Author of “Electric Light Wiring.'" 
G. E. Pannmax, M.E. — Electrical Engineer, General 
Foreman, the Brooklyn-Manhattan 'Transit Corporation. 
B. H. Mortenson—Designer of Alternating Current 
Motors and Generators, Allis-Chalmers Manufacturing Co. 

When you read over a list like that, you know why 
these I. C. S. Electrical Courses have been endorsed by 
Edison and Steinmetz. , . you can see why we say they 
will help you. 

Just mark and mail the coupon printed below and 
we'll gladly send you a Free Booklet telling all 
about these T. C. S. Electrical Courses or any other 
course in which you are interested. 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 3151-C, Scranton, Penna, 
Without cost or obligation, please d 
your booklets and tell me how I can quality, for. Td 
position or in the subject before which I have marked X: 


Electrical Engineer Electric Draftsman 
Electrician D e Car Running 
Electrie Wiring Electric Machine Designer 
Duine H DAN Radio 
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A Shapely Foot Is a Joy Forever 
BEAUTIFY YOUR FEET 


*The *'Perfection" Toe Spring. 
REMOVES THE ACTUAL 
CAUSE of the BUNION or en- 
larged joint. Worn at night, with 
auxiliary appliance for day use. 


Send outline of foot 


Straighten Your Toes 
Banish That Bunion 


C. R. ACFIELD % 
Foot Specialties 


Write Dept. 241 










* Reg. U. S. Pat. OF. 
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old track. 


True Detective Mysteries 


“Oh, oh!” This was three days before the 
blood-stained trunk and bed-clothing had 
been found. 

“He may have been killed right in the 
garage. Maybe there was a woman pres- 
ent when he was killed. It might have 
been over another woman as well as his 
wife.” 


ND so deputies searched the garage in 
which the brothers kept their trucks. 
They had been there before but their in- 
spection had been only cursory. The story 
of the woman, which later was found to 
have no bearing on the case, prompted 
them to search this time more thoroughly. 
For the first time they noticed loose earth 
under the boards which served as the floor 
of the garage. Something evidently had 
been buried there. Closer inspection re- 
vealed that this “something” was just the 
size of a man’s body. 

Thomas admitted digging but said he 
was attempting to level the earthen floor 
and his story sounded plausible as the floor 
was rough and uneven. And then it 
occurred to the deputies to ask where some 
of the furniture was. The brothers had 
two beds. Now Thomas had but one. 

“Oh, I sold a few things," said Thomas 
very readily. "You see, when Bill said he 
was going to Rockville on that second 
honeymoon I figured that if he did come 
back he wouldn't want to live with me, and 
the chances were he would want new stuff. 
So, I sold some of the old furniture." 

He told where he had disposed of it and 
deputies investigated. He had sold the 
bed but no bedding. A spot on the iron 
Írame-work no larger than the head oí 
a pin looked suspicious. 

“Tt looks like blood," said Harris. “I 
believe Bill was killed in bed while he slept 
and that the body was buried in the garage 
and then removed to the country. Now I 
know there is some connection between 
the trunk and Bill We'll find out im- 
mediately." 

He asked Mrs. Hanlon to look at the 
bedding. 

“T recognize it," she said. “It is Bill's." 

I felt my own judgment had been vindi- 
cated. I was sure the two were linked up 
in some way. I was happy. The trunk 
mystery had been solved. Had not the 
trunk been found, it is doubtful that it 
would have been definitely established that 
Bil was killed in his own home, but this 
clinched it and eliminated the robbery 
motive. Once again we were back on the 
Was he killed by rivals, or by 
a suitor of his wife? 


It is a rule for the sheriff of Gaines 
county to investigate cases only outside of 
the city limits of Plainfield. Crimes com- 
mitted within the city limits are handled 
by police entirely. As it had been almost 
proven to a certainty that Bill was killed 
in his own bed, possibly while he slept, the 
case was given to Detective Lieutenant 
Henry J. Barker and Detective Sergeant 
Harry Wood. ‘Their first move was to 
search the rooms above the garage. 


They found several spots of blood on 
the wall paper and in examining the stairs 
leading to the garage, they found several 
strands of hair in the worn treads. 

“This proves that it was done by one 
person," Lieutenant Barker told me. "His 
slayer carried the body downstairs alone 


and the head bumped along the stairway. 
'This is Bill's hair." 


* A LL it shows is that he was killed here 

—very likely on November 14th— 
and that a woman was present,” said 
Wood, thinking of the story told by the 
neighbor. “Maybe Mrs. Hanlon is in 
on it." 

But questioning at the jail disclosed 
nothing that would implicate any of those 
under arrest and in the meanwhile two 
more detectives had been assigned to the 
case. They were Detective Sergeants 
Frank Dahl and Robert Fralich. They too 
were unsuccessful in throwing any more 
light on the mystery. 

And then the detectives told the 
prisoners what they knew about the case. 
Wood ended up with, "Some one here is 
not guilty and tomorrow is Sunday. It 
would be pretty nice for the one that did 
this to come clean and let the others go 
home to their Sunday dinner. If this party 
comes clean, I'll take him over tonight and 
buy him the finest meal he ever ate." 

At this time, Wood told me later, he was 
no nearer the solution than he had been 
earlier and he made the remark as a joke. 
It was on a Saturday afternoon, Novem- 
ber 27th, exactly 10 days aíter the trunk 
was found and four days after the dis- 
covery of the body. 

Several hours later the four detectives 
were told they were wanted at the county 
jail. 

"Did you mean that about a square 
meal," said ‘Thomas. 

"Certainly," responded Wood. 

“Let the othefs go then," said Thomas. 
“T killed my brother. I wrote those notes 
to divert attention from myself. I didn't 
mean to kill him. We got into an argu- 
ment over Mrs. Hanlon. Bill said he was 
going back to live with her. I told him 
he had better stay away from her now, 
that our business was so good, and that 
they would be scrapping again. One word 
led to another and before I knew it Bill 
had the gun which we kept for our own 
protection, and I thought he was going to 
shoot. 

“We tussled, and it went off. I had him 
back on the bed trying to get the gun away 
from him. He died on the bed, and I 
knew I would have to get rid of the bed 
so I wouldn't be accused of killing him. 

“But first I had to hide the body. The 
shooting happened about 8 or 9 o'clock the 
morning of the 15th of November, and 
not the morning of the 14th, as our neigh- 
bor said. She must have heard something 
else. That was a day before Bill and I 
had our tussle. 

“I dug a shallow grave in the base- 
ment and pulled the body down the steps 
the best I could for Bill was heavy, and 
then I covered him with earth. Then I 
took the bedding and put it in the trunk 
and carried it to the truck and drove to 
the field where it was found. The next 
morning, the morning of November 16th, I 
put Bill's body on one of our trucks and 
covered it with a tarpaulin, and when I 
got to a lonely road I threw it as far over 
in the underbrush as I could. "That's the 
truth, gentlemen. When do I eat." 


FTER being given his promised meal 
he made a formal statement to a 
prosecutor and stenographer. Mrs. Hanlon 


True Detective Mysteries 

















This new self-massaging 
belt not only makes you 
look thinner INSTANTLY 
—but quickly takes off 
rolls of excess fat. 

IET is weakening—drugs 

are dangerous—strenu- 

ous reducing exercises are 
liable to strain your heart. 
Theonl fe method of reduc- 
ingis massage. This method 
sets up a vigorous circulation 
that seems to melt away the 
surplus fat. The Weil Re- 
ducing Belt, made of special 
reducing rubber, produces 
exactly the same results as 
a skilled masseur, only 
quicker and cheaper. 

Every move you 
make causes the Weil 
Belt to gently mas- 
sage your abdomen. 
Results are rapid 
because this belt 
works for you every 
second. 
















Fat Replaced by 
Normal Tissue 


From 4 to 6 inches of 
flabby fat usually van- 
ishes in just a few weeks, 

Only solid, normal tissue re- 
mains, The Weil Reducing 
Belt is endorsed by physi- 
cians, because it not only 
takes off fat but helps correct 
stomach disorders, constipation, backache, 
ness of breath, 
back into place. 

Special 10-Day Trial Offer 

Send no money. Write for detailed description 
and testimonials from delighted users. Write at 
once, Special 10-day trial offer. The Weil 
Company, 1024 Hill Street, New Haven, Conn. 


1 1 short- 
and puts sagging internal organs 
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THE WEIL COMPANY 








[| 1024 Hill Street, New Haven, Conn. | 

Gentlemen: Please send me complete decription I 

I ot the Weil Scientific Re «ducing Belt, and also your I 

| Special 10-day Trial Offer. I 
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MUSIC LESSONS FREE 


Yon can read music like this quickly 

IN YOUR HOME. Write today for our FREE booklet. 
It tells how to learn to plz ay Piano, Organ, Violin, Mandolin, 
Guitar, Banjo,etc. Beginners or ad vz anced players. Your 
only expense about 2c perday for music and postage used 


American School of Music, 89 Manhattan Bldg., Chicago 
Corner Your Fictures-aiburs 


where you can keep them safe and 
enjoy us o 
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and Hooker were immediately released. 

Thus ended the “10-day wonder,” as 
police had come to call it, and another 
mystery had been solved. The solution 
was as commonplace as the introduction 
was unusual, but during the development 
of the case, as a newspaper story, it was 
filled with incident aíter incident which 
made it good reading. 

Thomas demanded a jury 
January 27th, 1923, was found guilty of 
manslaughter and on February was sen- 
tenced to 7% to 15 years in Lamont prison. 
He remained firm in his story that the 
shooting was an accident. 

"If I had of been a little more careful 
about getting rid of that trunk I don't 
think anybody would ever have found it 
out," he said. 


trial and on 



















Lone Wolf, the Bou- 
doir Bandit 


(Continued from page 23) 


Are You Bucking 
the Pay Rall? 


E. J. Dryden, of Ai Texas, had 
read about LaSalle training many times. 
“Show me!’’ said he. 

Dryden was earning $1502 month when he started 
with LaSalle. His coursein Higher Accountancy was 
completed in eighteen months. His salary-increase 

atte — plus $1.00 an hour for every 
5 n y. 

After his first lesson in Business Management, 
dealing with Selling, uae tried out his newly acquired 
knowledge. In six weeks he made $750 in commis- 
sions, working after hours. 

“Since then,” he writes, “Ihave followed thru with 
Commercial Spanish, and 'I am now com leting my 
fourth course—in American Law and 4 Proced edure, 
For two years past my earnings have been better 


eight, he said. “The name is Rogers." 

“Yes, and what is your name please?" 
asked the editor. 

“This is Lone Wolf,” came the startling 
reply, followed by a sharp click that an- 
nounced the quick hanging up of the re- 
ceiver. 


The edit oug > ha ning s - | than $11,000 a year. 
l'he edit Tr th xught the h appening some hs don? tron tell the fulleruth,”* he adds, “about 
body's misguided effort at a practical joke. | what LaSalle can do and is doing to lift men out of 


But he determined to take no chances, 
dispatched a trio of reporters to the apart- 
ment house in a taxicab. 


so | the low-pay class and put them in command of the 


really important places in the business world?’ 


Send for These Free Books 


Are you still hesitating? Get the facts! 

Free—without gost or obligation—the coupon will 
bring you complete particulars regarding the suc- 
cess-methods employed so profitably by E.J. Dryden 
and thousands of others, together witha 64-page 
book setting forth the opportunities in the business 
field in which you most refer to win success—also 
your free copy of "Ten Years’ Promotion in One.” 

Tomorrow means next week—next month—never! 
Clip and mail the coupon NOW. 


— — — Find Yourself Thru LaSalle! — — — 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 
D The World's Largest Business Training Institution 
ept. 


OLICE were already in the building. 

That the message had come from Lone 
Wolf, was all too true. Almost at the very 
moment he had telephoned, Miss Agatha 
Rogers, his fourth woman victim, had 
succeeded, after a three-hour struggle, 
in freeing herself from the bonds in which 
he had placed her—and herself had given 
the police alarm. 










one et » Miss vers I should be glad to learn about the 
Lone Wolf had put } [iss Rogers, a |, Lehe: reos I 
mature woman about forty years old, | as applied to my advancement in the 


business field checked below. Send 
also copy of ‘Ten Years’ Promotion 
in One," all without obligation. 
O Business Management 
DHigher Accountancy 

D Traffic Management 

D Modern Salesmanship 


through the same living hell, according to 
the story she told the police, that the other 
women had undergone. And what was 
more amazing, he had struck for a second 


ime in > same building, even while the | ORailway Station Man- x 

time i the sar ie u " e e Hn — o Saka Pianos 

community literally seethed with police, | OLaw—Degree of LL.B. DModern Business Corre- 

for the apartment house in which Miss | OCommercial Law DU eedem d d 
E A - A na Oindustrial Management OExpert Bookkeeping 

Rogers lived, was the one in which the | GModern Foremanship OC- P. A. Coaching 


O Business English 
OCommercial Spanish 
O Effective Speaking 


and Production Methods 
OPersonnel and Employ- 
ment Management 


infamous criminal had visited Mrs. Gilbert 
and Miss Winters. 

Only comparatively minor details, all of 
them still sensational, marked the differ- 
ence between the intrusion upon Miss 
Rogers and those upon the other women. 

Agatha Rogers had returned home 
rather late at night. Putting on the light 
in her bedroom, she was amazed to dis- 
cover that things were topsyturvy in the 
room. Lone Wolí's previous visit in the 
house had frightened her. Now her one 
thought became the possibility that he was 
in her own apartment. In a panic of fear 
made for the door leading to the 
hallway. 

A lurking form, seemingly coming from 
nowhere, suddenly blocked the doorway. 
Her fears had been all too well grounded. 
Lone Wolf, with his white mask and mur- 
derous-looking automatic, stood in her 
path. And worse—he was angry because 
she had tried to get away. 
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Be the Life | 
of the Party 





Play a Tune in 
10 Minutes! 


Popularity—new friends—money-making 
opportunities come to those who can play! 


Now you can pick up your favorite stringed instrument 
and play a tune almost instantly. No knowledge of music 
needed. No expensive lessons. No weeks of tiresome 

ractice, Play tunes from the start. Play by numbers. 

urprise and astonish your friends, Amexing ew inven- 
tion makes it easy to play_Ukulele, Banjo Ukulele, Tenor 
Banjo, Guitar, Mandolin. Just press the keys and play. 
ie » fi Vi i ee 9l in 3 
NET MS Res wees pat tas 
» Cruser: ''I was skeptical about anyone 
playing tunes instantly but have 
changed my ideas completely," 

W. B. Matthis: *"Your adve: 

tsement didn't tell the halt 











You have always wanted 
to play. Do not delay —it 
is so easy—so wonderfully 
easy that we guarantee success or it costs you nothing. 


SEND FOR FREE BOOK! 


More popularity—more fun from life—new friends—money- 
making opportunities. If you want d tunes at once— 
send today for a free book about Ferry E-Z "ie ior 
strin instruments. Soon you, too, can know the 2 

of making your own music. ''No play, no pay.” Z 


Playing Instruments are sold complete or the Player can 
be attached to your own stringed instrument in a jiity. 








FERRY & CO., Dept. 2044, Chicago, U. S. A. 


Send me free book telling how I can get more fun out of life 
make more friends, have greater opportunities for getting 
ahead by learnin; lay my favorite stringed instrument in 10 
minutes. No obi n. 








A DO THIS ana 


MAKE $15 A DAY 


as others do. Noflint. No 

friction. Wind can't blow 
Res e territory at 

once—100% profit. 


AGENTS 
Mn CU Your Friends 
pocket lighter. 
aranteed. Sells on 
a to 
smokers and dealers at big profits. is an 
everlasting repeat 60c in stamps brings convincing 
sample with sure fire selling plans. Send now to 


MASTERLITE MFG. CO. 
Desk D-1 110 East 23rd Street New York 


ili The Hair Root 


My method is the only way to prevent the hair from growing again. | 
Easy, painless, harmless. No scars. Booklet free. Write today 
enclosing 3 red stamps., We teach beauty culture. 


p. J. D: J: MAHLER, — 704-A Maller Park, — PROVIDENCE, R. I. 704-A Mahler Park, PROVIDENCE, R. I. 


9 Pay Men 40 
ADA ee 


S.W. Allen of California 
made $40.80in one day's 

“joyful work"! Hundreds 
of other men are report- 
ing amazing incomes— 
many of them doubling 
and tripling their former 
salaries, 


Just Wear This FREE Cap 


Just wear this beautiful hand tailored FREE Bam. 
PROOF Cap. When your friends see it, nine out of ten will 
want one like it. They can’t resist the Rain Proof idea— 
it’s sonew and unique. You can make a splendid income in 
full or spare time. No experience is needed. “I haven’t 
found a man who doesn’t fall for the made-to-measure 
idea,”’ writes Chas. Horstman. Sendat once for FREE Sell- 
fing Outit, Taylor Cap Mfgrs., Dept. W-1 Cincinnati, O. 














True Detective’ Mysteries 


for her not to 
Grabbing her savagely 


He roared a command 
make an outcry. 


by one arm, he led her to a chair. He 
faced the chair toward the wall and 
ordered her to sit down. Covering her 


eves with a towel, he bound her with cord 
taken from the table lamp, and put a gag 
into her mouth. Then, as if doubtful 
whether she was fully aware of his iden- 
tity, he exclaimed, with characteristic 
braggadocio : 

“I'm the guy who was 
couple weeks ago. I tied 
down there. I—er—well—I 
And Im going to rob you." 

He was true to his word. 
ransacked the apartment, gathering in a 
seal coat valued at $400, two dresses cost- 
ing $40 each, a sweater, and several pairs 
of stockings. 

Once he stopped his prowlings to offer 
Miss Rogers a glass of liquor. She shook 
her head. 


down-stairs a 
up the pair 
robbed them. 


He completely 


KE retaliated, she testified afterward, 
by striking her brutally on the head 
with the butt of his gun. 
When Miss Rogers gained consciousness, 
long afterward, she was bound to her bed. 
Just before leaving the apartment with 
the loot, Ione Wolf wet his finger and 
wrote with soap on the chiffonier mirror 
in Miss Rogers’ bedroom: “I'm the Lone 


Wolf.” 

When the newspapers got into the streets 
with the tidings of this episode, Lone 
Wolf and his boudoir banditry became 
more than ever the outstanding topic of 
conversation. Probably in all the city 
there was not a woman who did not 
shudder at the thoughts of an encounter 


with him. Hundreds of young women— 
students, artists’ and cloak models, 
nographers, and others—removed from the 
locality. Police flooded 
with appeals to catch the man lest he get 
in more his heinous work—even com- 
mit murder on some girl who chose death 
in preference to unwilling submittal to as- 
sault. 

But it is one thing for the public to re- 
quest the apprehension of a clever criminal, 
and quite another for the police to do it. 
Not that they didn't try, on a scale far 
surpassing their previous efforts. But, as 
one of the inspectors on the case said: 
“We haven't anything to work on. It's the 
same old story of trying to find a needle 
in a haystack !" 

The force of several clever inspectors 
and detectives already working on the case, 
was augmented. In a hundred and one 
other ways the work was broadened and 
| intensified. 


ste- 


stations were 


of 


afterward Miss Lenore A. 
Hughes, a movie actress and model, re- 
ported that her apartment, in the same 
locality in which Lone Wolf was carrying 
his reign of terror, was the scene 
more boudoir sensations. "Three men, ap- 
parently using false keys, entered her 
apartment, she said, bound and gagged her, 
and stole a valuable diamond 
other articles. She thought Lone 
was one the men. 

threats, the girl had delayed 
for hours reporting the case to the police. 
Lone Wolf had come back to one 
ment house a second time, 
did not doubt that he 
only to make a second 


Two days 
of 


on 


and 


Wolf 


ring 


of 


Because of 


apart- 
said.- She 
nerve not 
the same 


she 
had the 
sally in 


prm 
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FREE facts About 
Gland Failure 


O you know why many men are old at 

40, while others are young at 70? Do 
you know why the prostate gland slows up 
and why it causes bladder weakness, sci- 
atica, pains in the back, feet and legs? 
Write today for sclentist’s new book 
FREE. Learn just what these symptoms 
mean. Learn of a new kind of drugless 
treatment. Learn how 20,000 men past 
40 have found quick relief without medi- 
cine. Learn facts of pricel value to 
now for an interesting, ill ated and 
“Why Many Men Are Old 40.” 
Kirk, -4768 Main Street, St nville, 
address, Suite 47-L, 303 Van Nuys 
Calif, 
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Our Garter (pat'd) 


in Makes Trousers Hang Straight 


If Legs Rend In or Out 
Self Adjustable 
Xt Holds Sox Up—Shirt Down 
Not a “Form” or Harness” 
3A No Metal Springs 
fam Free Booklet— Plain Bealea Envelope 
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TO PRECIOUS STONE LOVERS 


Why risk losing hundreds of dollars In a Diamond when 
you can get the SAME SATISFACTION for 1/ 100th the 
cost? To get the names of Gem-lovers everywhere and tell 
them about a Marvelous NEW GEM pos ever meten g the 
finest genuine Diamond SIDE-BY-SÍID fect cut, 
dazzling steel-blue brilliancy and flashing Al Bow FIRE 
—GUARANTEED FOR LIF et low price, we'll give 
beautiful, many-col ored M. n Lucky Stone, 
ry, ‘symbol of a year’s GOOD FORTUNE: 
For this rare Gem and our catalog about the wonderful 
new Diamond substitute, send quick your name, address 
and 10c to partly cover handling tali 
ey, Calit, 


End Your Rupture 


in this new scientific — 
Without Pain, Operation or Delay 


You Gan Try It FREE! 


No springs or gouging 
pads to push into the rup- 
ture opening. Its soft, 
clean, ov: r cushion 
brings the edges of the 
rupture together. Asleep, 

ake, at work or rest, it 
for your cure. ilit 
healed thousands. 














has 
The most modern andthe 
cleanest healing method 





known to science. 


Gives Absolute Freedom in Motion 
Write today for Free Trial Offer. Don’t Delay— 
Rupture is a dangerous thing. 


Brooks Appliance Co., 186-A State St., Marshall, Mich, 
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HIPPED SAME DAY RECEIVED 
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exquisite dresses for your 
1.98, Thisisawonderful 
hard to beat and will give you a 
in our new 


OUR SERVICE-YOUR ORDER S 
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Fancy checked 
E a e s order—today—NOW. 
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Favorite photo of 
loved one permanently reproduced and 
HAND COLORED on à new extra-thin 
compact. Send snapshot er photo, any size, (will 
be returned). Has improved Powder Sifter 
and full nize mirror. Coi te with picture 
$1.85. Regula .00. SEND NO 

5 $ i ostage on de- 

livery. GUARANTEED. Send tor FREE 
Photo Novelty Catalog, 

G'LBERT MFG. CO. Dept. T 

234 Fifth Ave. New York, N. Y. 


Play this ~ ~ 
Jazzy UKULELE! 


Beautiful professional in- 


very, strument, very finely made, 
Pooler Not a toy. Worth $6.00. 


instrument 
in the world 
to play. No les- 
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True Detective Mysteries 


building, but in the very same apartment 
and upon the same person. 


I? the leader of this trio really was Lone 
Woli, then the police were up against 
new troubles. Suppose he was organizing 
a sizable gang of criminals and training 
them to follow in his footsteps? 

Such a development was almost 
terrible to contemplate. Imagine a whole 
squad of Lone Wolves each carrying out 
an individual boudoir robbery, in all its 
sensational details, every few nights! 
Why, the whole city would be thrown into 
a panic! 

Scores of additional policemen, some in 
plain clothes, others in uniform, were as- 
signed to the district. Suspicious persons 
both afoot and in automobiles were held 
up and questioned. Patrolmen covered 
beats in the despoiled district in pairs, 
heavily armed to cope not only with Lone 
Wolf but with two or three of his pals, 
if the occasion arose. 

That same night Miss Martha Ludwig, 
residing in an apartment only a few steps 
from the house in which Mrs. Gilbert and 
Miss Winters and Miss Rogers had been 
visited by Lone Wolf, telephoned the 
nearest precinct police station that she 
was sure she had spied Lone Wolf in an 
apartment adjoining hers. 

When a squad of officers responded, 
Lone Wolf was not to be found. Nor did 
a thorough search reveal any evidence that 
he or any other hold-up man, pal of his 
or otherwise, had been there. 

The very next night the police received 
a sudden call that Lone Wolf had been 
seen entering a suite in the same apart- 
ment house where he had committed his 
first crime—of which Miss Armstrong had 
been the victim. 

A patrol wagon load of officers clattered 
Again Lone Wolf and any 
pals that he might have had, were con- 
spicuously absent. But attempts had been 
made to force the outer doors of a couple 
of suites in the building. 

At the same time that the patrol wagon 
load of officers had gone to the apartment 
building, others had sped to points from 
which all streets leading out of the locality 
could be watched. 

If Lone Wolf or any of his pals were 
in the neighborhood, they would have the 
time of their lives trying to get out! 

'The officers who had gone to the apart- 
ment house searched it from roof to base- 
ment in the hope of finding Lone Wolf in 
hiding. They found no trace of him. 


too 


to the scene. 


HEY extended the search to one after 

another of the clifflike apartment 
buildings in the vicinity. Lone Wolf was 
not behind any of the chimneys on the flat 
roofs, nor in any of the musty trunk lofts 
in the basements. He was not in any of 
the army of closets and wardrobes, under 
any bed nor behind any rich draperies. 
Neither was a glimpse caught of any man 
in the least answering his description. 

If he had been in the district, he must 
have taken flight as suddenly and com- 
pletely as a conjurer’s rabbit. 

Though that extended search did not 
produce Lone Wolf, it did bring out some 
startling new tidings about him—tidings 
that magnified the uneasiness of the people 
of the community tremendously, and 
caused the police to extend their already 
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365 keen, cool shaves a year from the 
same blade! No more bother about remembering to buy 
new ones. o more ''raking'" with dull ones! Slick, 
velvety shaves forever—that's KRISS-KROSS! 
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is ready with keenest cutting edge that steel can take. 


Get FREE Offer 
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razor FREE. F in one. Instantly adjustable. Abso- 
lutely unique and erent. 
Also—big m to agents and 
demonstrators. H. King made S66 in 
one day J. C. Kellogg made $200 in 7 
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MUSIC LESSONS FREE 


You can read music like this quickly 


IN YOUR HOME. Write today for our FREE booklet. 
It tells how to learn to play Piano, Organ, Violin, Mandolin, 
Guitar, Banjo, ete. Beginners or advanced players. Your 
only expense about 2c per day for music and postage used. 


American School of Music, 88 Manhattan Bldg., Chicago 
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Words will not do this beautiful imported ring jus- 449 
tice. The setting is an unusual example of fine 
workmanship and is wrought in genuine Sterling 
Silver, in stylish basket design. Set into the 
black stone is a gem of dazzling brilliancy that $ 
only a diamond can equal. Ideal gift. 


Send No Money Just your name. When 
LU 


the ring arrives, deposit 
with your postman. Wear the ring for five 
days. Money back if not delighted. So send today. 
ONYX IMPORTING CO., Dept. 2411, Arlington Heights, Ill. 
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widespread efforts to apprehend the man. 

What were these tidings? Two weeks 
previously a man having the physical 
make-up and the inexplicable character- 
istics of Lone Wolf, had entered not one 
but several apartments in the vicinity. 
Furthermore, even though the police had 
at that very time been on the watch for 
him in the locality, he had shown an amaz- 
ing lack of caution. In fact, instead of 
making efforts to keep his presence un- 
known, he had gone out of his way to call 
attention to it. 

Mrs. L. C. Laidlaw, living in Suite 
Eleven, at a certain address in the terror- 
ized neighborhood, declared she had heard 
the man in two different suites on the same 
floor as her apartment. For some time 
he beat a drum found in one of them. At 
other intervals he sang at the top of his 
Money and valuables were missing 
from both of these apartments. The 
people living in them were, perhaps to 
their good fortune, away at the time. 

Another woman, Mrs. Maida Hurst, 
said that she and her husband returned 
from a visit out of town, to find that their 
apartment in the same building as that of 


ve vice. 


Miss Armstrong, had been entered and 
ransacked. Plenty of evidence showed 


that the culprit had hung around for hours 
there, as if hoping to surprise the occu- 
pants when they returned. Fortunately, 
the Hursts had left little money and few 
valuables behind for the man to steal. 

A jimmy and a cold chisel were found 
in the Hurst apartment. They bore no 
finger prints. If they were the property 
of Lone Wolf, then the police must believe 
that he had given up fire-escape climbing 
in favor of jimmying doors as a means of 
gaining entrance. 

Two or three more apartments in an- 
other building near by also had been en- 
tered—during the tenants’ absence. The 
thefts were of a minor nature. 


HY was reporting the robberies de- 
layed in cases? There could 
be only one reason: Fear that Lone Wolf 
would seek revenge. So strong was this 
fear in some of these women that they re- 
fused to talk at all to reporters, and an- 
swered police questions in monosyllables. 
If these people had not reported, how 
many others might there be who had fol- 
lowed the same course? And how many 
people, particularly young women, might 
there be who, to shun the sensational 
notoriety of being drawn into the affairs 
of Lone Wolf, had suffered his intrusion 
without allowing even their closest friends, 
and most particularly their sweethearts, 
to know of it? The police hardly dared 
to contemplate. Nor were they certain 
that Lone Wolf had not by this time 
trained two or three pals to accompany 
him or follow in his atrocious footsteps. 
Orders were issued to get Lone Wolf, 
dead or alive. The same for anybody who 
should be discovered accompanying him. 
Flivver patrols (small automobiles used 
in each police precinct for special work) 
were transferred to the terrorized section 
from several police stations. They chugged 
day and night along boulevards, through 
allevs and private ways, each car filled 
with heavily armed officers investigating 
every suspicious person sighted. 
Each day now scores of young women 
in the locality saw Lone Wolves in hall- 
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Body Brace 
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Ops erect, graceful figure. 
Bringsrestfulrelief, comfort, abil- 
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walking; replaces and supports misplaced internal organs; 
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back; corrects stooping shoulders; develops lungs, chest and 
bust; relieves backache; curvatures, nervousness, ruptures, 
constipation, after effects of Flu. Comfortable, easy to wear. 


Keep Yourself Fit Write today for illustrat- 
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blank, etc., and read our very liberal proposition. 


HOWARD C. RASH, Pres., Natural Body B 
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Learn Tenor Banjo 
BANJOISTS! Earn big money 
through Charles McNeil's famous 
Home Study Banjo Course. Simple 
as A B C—yet has all technical re- 
quirements. Includes phonograph record 
demonstrating jazz atrokes,"‘breaks’’ and 

chorda, paved by Charles McNeil, 5 


- ears with Isham Jones-Brunswick 
= cords. Send for 





Easy payments. 


Free Book. CHICAGO BANJO INSTITUTE 
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Big Outfit is Now FREE 
Nothing to pay—no deposit, no red tape, no delay. 
Get started at once, Just send name and address 
on postal, Quick! Be sure Tear territory. 








Agents $90 a Week 


and New Automobile 
Take orders for N w Guaranteed Hosiery 
for men, women, children. All styles and 
colors. Written guarantee to wear fous 
months or new hose free. Lowest Prices. 


Silk Hose GIVEN! = 


tra fine 
for your own use. 
Write tod: I 
and wo; 


off. nt men 
Agent. 

Your p: 

sides. Noexperience ne 


extra bonus be 

led. Credit given. 

New selling plan. Samplesfurnished. (25) 
F. B. JENNINGS CO. Hose 2785 Dayton, Ohio 


21 Burlingto 




























1-Jewel Burlington fs sold to you at a very low 
Te dd on the Very special terms of $1.00 down—free 
examination—small monthiy payments, 
Send for the most complete watch 
Free Boo book ever produced. 100 designs 
and engravings in colors, Write for it today. It is free. 
A postcard will do. 


Burlington Watch Co. Sept. 12:34 > Chieaso 








HAVE PRETTY ROUND 
FACE AND NECK 
Instead of unsightly hollows 


Don't let sunken cheeks, 
hollow temples or a drawn, 
skinny neck keep you look- 
ing thin, peaked, old, worn 
out. Science offers you a 
sure, delightful way to put 
on flesh where you m it. 
No dieting or  tiresome 
exercise. Simply apply 


Tiffany Tissue Builder. It 
is a secret compound of 


amazing tissue building oils. 
It has brought new attrac- 
tive beauty to thousands. 
Hollow cheeks and temples, 
skinny necks round out almost at once—firm 
—dainty — beautiful. Crow's feet and wrinkles 
disappear as tho by magic. The soothing tissue 
building oils will not irritate the most tender 
sko. Ne ither LE grow hair. 
Results guarant ET your money 
refunded if. you are mot delighted vae d four 
weeks’ use according to directions. 
Send check, money order or currency Pan we p 
send prepaid. If vou prefer send no money but 
yay postman $3.00 plus few cents postage when 
delivers it. 


TIFFANY LABORATORIES 
1128G Hanna Building, Cleveland, O. 


MEN aX? WOMEN! 
'Make More Money 


m Showing Val-Style 


HATS to WOMEN 





Without experience, capital, or training 


ou can make 
big money—$50.00 to $90.00 a week— 


y displaying 
magnificent photographs of beautiful Val-Style Hats. 
Paris and New York styles, months in advance of store 
showings. Every hat made-to-measure—perfect fit 
guaranteed. Easy, pleasant, profitable work. 


Low Factory Prices—Your Commission 


in Advance , 

You take orders at money-saving prices. Beautiful 
pictarea compel attention., Low prices clinch sales. 
Nomen order two to four hats a year. Tremendous 
market waiting for you! Start in spare time, Write 
today for new plan. Details free. AL-STYLE HAT 
COMPAN Y, 400 Val-Style COMPANY, 400 Val-Style Bldg., Cincinnati, Ohio Cincinnati, Ohio 


30: 


Responsible man, 30 years old or over, 
and permanent resident in community, can 
make $30.00 a day and up as District 
Salesman, taking orders for our finest, 
tailored-to-order clothes at sensational 
new low price. No investment necessary. 
We supply everything, give exclusive ter- 
ritory to producers, pay highest cash com- 
mission daily and big monthly bonus be- 
sides, Write at once to Dept.860 


GOODWEAR Chicago, Inc. V 
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ways, corners, and closets. But aíter the 
screaming and panic subsided, the Lone 
Wolves turned out to be nothing more 
harmíul than shadows, misplaced outer 
coats, and other things that looked dark 
and fearful to the eye keyed up with dread 
and apprehension. 

Days and nights passed. Though the 
police redoubled their efforts, they found 
no trace of Lone Wolf or anybody con- 
nected with him. Lone Wolf could not 
have dropped out more completely if a 
whale had swallowed him. 

Making matters worse, the police of 
many other cities had been forced to admit 
their inability to help in establishing the 
man’s identity. They had nothing to work 
on except a photographic copy of the 
lone thumbprint Lone Wolf had left on 
the ginger-ale bottle in Miss Armstrong’s 
apartment. Nothing in their records cor- 
responded with it. 

Could it be possible that a criminal so 
heinous, so daring, so clever, never had 
had any previous police record—any- 
where? This was a startling probability! 
If true, it robbed the police of one of their 
surest means of establishing an identity 
and thus giving them something tangible 
on which to work. 

At this time into the same newspaper 
office to which Lone Wolf had previously 
telephoned came a message scrawled in 
disguised handwriting, in pencil, on a bit 
of note-paper. It said: 


“Watch for my biggest move before I 
retire from the city. 
“As you say, 
“Lone Wo tr.” 


That message, even to the case- 
hardened newspapermen who read it, 
carried a note of dread and terror 
unsurpassed by any of the heinous Lone 
Wolf’s former exploits. What inno- 
cent girl would be his next victim? 
Where—and when—would he strike? 

The astounding outcome of this 
super-sensation will be found in the 
May issue of TRUE DETECTIVE Mys- 
TERIES, on the newsstands April 15th. 


The Seven Who Died 


(Continued from page 35) 


shattered, two of the soldiers removed the 
damaged tire and attached the good one, 
and we were ready to go. 

In the meantime Colonel Gaveau chatted 
with Carmelita as though the time were 
not early in the morning, and as though 
a whole regiment of soldiers was not wait- 
ing to be given the command to march. 
Leaning on the shoulder of Carmelita, I 
was able to get into the car, while she took 
her place at the driving-wheel. 

We said a lingering good-by to Colonel 
Gaveau—at least, Carmelita did—and we 
promised to call upon him at the fort in 
a few days. He took it for granted that 
we—Carmelita and I—traveled around to- 
gether, it seems, and he invited us both. 
The French don't ask too many questions 
when they see a man and a woman to- 
gether. They take things for granted— 
though I will say that they usually believe 
the couple guilty until proven innocent— 
and sometimes even after that. 

To be truthful, I found that it was 











Here Is An Easy Way 


to learn. You hold your future in your own 
hands. If you havea grammar school educa- 
tion, and want the advantages of knowledge 
usually gained in college, you will welcome 
this new system of reading at home. No long 
hours of grinding study; just the meat of 

every subject told in such a simple way that 


anybody can understand. 

These books were prepared by men who are exe 
erts, they are full of boiled-down facts and easily- 
earned methods which save time and study. 

Civil Engineers are more important than ever 
steel buildings, bridges, highways, railroads and 
harbor projects make Engineering more important 
than almost any other profession. 


If you want to get ahead—try this easy way 


We Ship Nine Books FREE 


Thisisa''straight-frof-the-shoulder"offer to men who 
want a big future. If you could hear half the stories 
of success we receive, you would not hesitate a 
minute. Send for the books now; just your name 
and address; and we'll ship the entire set of nine 
volumes, Keep them ten days, then if you realize 
how valuable they are to you, send only $2.00, and 
after that only $3.00 per month until the small total 
of only $29.80 is paid. 

The special Jf y indes putsfacteotyour finger tt 
AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY, Dept. C-3188, Chicago 
You may send me, for Free examination, your nine 
new books on Civil Engineering. Unless I return 
them i ten da £u I will send you $2.00 as first pay- 


ment, then per month until the special price 
of only $29. $o is paid. 
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Make Money in 
Photography! 


We train you quickly at home. 
No experience necessary. Spare 
time or full time. Photographs in big 
demand by magazines, newspapers, adver- 
tisers, etc, Portrait Photographers make more 
money today than ever before, Commercial Photog- 
raphy also pays big money, New plan. Nothin: 
else like it. Write today for details and new FRE 
book, ‘‘Opportunities in Modern Photography." 


American School of Photography 
Dept. 1344 .3601 Michigan Ave., Chicago, lll. 
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and finest. We can give you more value because we buy 
in Europe in vast quantities and sell direct to you. We 
guarantee absolute satisfaction or money back. 
TERMS: All goods delivered on first payment 
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semi-monthly, or monthly at your convenience. 
BIG BOOK FREE! Write today for our big 132 Page 
Catalog—absolutely free. Fully illustrates Diamonds, 
Watches, Silverware, Toilet Sets and Gift Novelties. 
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pleasant to have my association with Car- 
melita Perez taken as a matter of course, 
even though, as in this instance, it was 
quite unjustified. It was difficult to re- 
member or to realize that I had seen this 
warm, dazzling creature for the first time 
this night—indeed, that I had hardly ex- 
changed a dozen sentences with her. 


lee Colonel finally 
sharp command was given to 


troops and they started again to wind 
their snakelike way around the bend in 
the road, and with a clashing of gears we 
were off to Paris again. I tried to enter 
into a conversation with Carmelita, but 
she was too busy driving the car over the 
night roads, and I gave it up, at last. 

We landed in Paris in a few minutes, 
by way of St. Denis (which is not pro- 
nounced that way; it is called San Danee) 
and she asked me where I wanted to go. I 
named a centrally located hotel She 
nodded and turned the nose of the car in 
that direction. 


off, 


the 


took himself 


“And you?” I asked. 

"I? Oh, I'll stay there too, for the 
night,” she returned lightly, as though it 
was a usual thing. She noted my look, 
however. 

"Oh, you don't mean that——” she 
began, and blushed. I saw that it is not 


well to jump at conclusions. 

“Of course I thought nothing of the 
sort,” I hastened to add. “But even so, if 
we register at the same hotel, people are 
liable to think that 

“Does that disturb you so much, my 
friend? That people should think that you 
and I...eh...?" She smiled at me, 
and it was my turn to color up. I was 
not much used to this Continental way of 
jesting about the relations of the sexes, 
even when it was perfectly innocent, as in 
this case. 

“No,” I replied. “I should be only too 
proud. But it was you I was thinking 
about—what people would say——” 

"Oh, people!" she shrugged her shoul- 
ders. “Je m'en fiche!" Which is the 
French equivalent of “I should worry." 

Aíter sending the machine to a garage 
we were given rooms at the hotel —she on 
the second floor and I on the fifth. We 
arranged to meet for breakfast in the 
restaurant—which is not a French custom, 
as most French people Lreakíast in bed, if 
they can. 

In the morning I found that my foot 
was very much better, and that if I took 
the precaution to provide myself with a 
cane, on which I could lean in moments of 
particular stress, it would be all right. 
And indeed, in a day or two it was as 
though the accident had never happened. 
I called the garage on the telephone, and 
they told me that they would have the car 
fixed up by that afternoon. The damage 





was slight, and a few hundred francs 
would pay for it. I breathed a sigh of re- 
lief, and told them to go ahead. 


REAKFAST was a pleasant meal. And 
yet, pleased beyond expression though 
I was at being there with her—and I must 
say that the morning sun did nothing to 
alter my impression of her beauty—yet 
there was something unsatisfactory about 
the meal, about our conversation. 
I tried, naturally, to find out exactly 
what it was that was happening the night 
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True Detective 


before, when she broke away from a man 


-to jump into my machine just as I was 


It did me 
She shrugged her shoulders ex- 
pressively and said: “It was just a whim.” 
"[ know,” I protested, “but the warning 
—that I was to be waylaid and 
robbed. r 
“Just something I happened to overhear,” 


off on my wild ride to Paris. 
no good. 





she smiled evasively. “From whom? It 
doesn’t matter.” 
“B 2 . » 4 TA 
jut it does matter," I insisted. 
“Ah, no, it doesn't, my friend,” she re- 


plied, and smiled again, as she leaned over 
and patted my hand where it lay on the 
table. I saw that I was not to learn a 
great deal. 

“But those men! 
they are—especially 
away from 

“My friend,” and she sobered up for an 
instant, and I could see that she meant 
what she said, “don’t attempt to pry into 
things that don't concern you. What is it 
you Americans say . ‘Curiosity once 
killed the cat, I think. It is a good thing 
to remember, n'est-ce pas?" 


Surely you know who 
the ones you broke 





HE was so beautiful and so friendly 
that no answer was possible. I went 
off on another tack. 

“You live in Enghien?" 

"Yes," she replied. 
and you also?" 

I nodded. 

“We will see each other, then—often,” 
she went on, and even though I knew that 
she was simply trying to divert the con- 
versation from a subject on which she had 
evidently determined to be secretive, it was 
pleasant, and I beamed. 

"If we don't, mademoiselle, it won't be 
my fault, I can assure you," I responded. 

*Ah, well, it shall not be difficult." She 
nodded her head gravely. “You will see." 

“I must go to the bank," I said, “and 
after that I will have to wait until the 
afternoon when the automobile will be 
ready for me. Can I be of assistance to 
you in any way?” 

“T think I will go to my room and 
sleep,” she replied. “I am a little tired, 
after last night, and the sleep will do me 
good. I will have my lunch sent up, but 
if you will be so good as to take me back 
to Enghien in the car, I shall appreciate 
it very much.” 

“T shall be honored,” I replied, and we 
left it at that. In a few minutes I said 
good morning to her, and she returned to 
her room. As for me, I went to the Crédit 
Lyonnais and opened up a rather noble 
bank-account—an account that made even 
the white-whiskered and blasé old teller 
look up in surprise. And anything that 
makes the teller of a French bank take 
notice of you is something worth while in- 
deed. 

Of that particular episode there is little 
more to be told. I procured the car in the 
afternoon, called for Carmelita Perez, and 
we turned our way to Enghien-les-Bains. 
I delivered her at her house, at one end 
of the Avenue de Ceinture, set in the 
midst of a large garden that bordered on 
the lake, and received a cordial invitation 
to call in the very near future, which I 
accepted, of course. I then searched out 
the owner of the automobile and returned 
it to him with my explanations and an 
extra 200 francs to ease his soul for the 


I asked. 


“Et vous aussi?— 
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damages that had been caused—though the 
actual damage had been entirely repaired. 

I decided, then, that I had had enough 
of Enghien, and as it was too soon to call 
on Carmelita that very evening, I took the 
train back to Paris and began hunting for 
a small apartment. 


FOUND a fine studio apartment on the 

left bank, finally—the famous left bank 
of the Seine, the Quartier Latin, which 
has been so celebrated in song and story. 
There was a large studio, which I in- 
tended to convert into a laboratory, as 
soon as I began living in it. I arranged 
to move in the next day. 

This I did not do, however, for the 
simple reason that, on the morning of that 
day I went out for a short stroll and met 
Carmelita Perez. 

“B’ jour, m'sieur.” She smiled at me in 
her prettiest fashion, and I was a lost 
man. Her voice and her appearance 
pierced through to my very heart instantly. 


Nobody in the world had ever had such 
an effect on me. I was not a particularly 
susceptible young man, but Carmelita 


Perez was different from anybody I had 
ever known. I can refute every statement 
that there is no such thing as love at first 
sight, for I loved Carmelita Perez from 
the first moment I ever laid eyes on her, 
and I love her still. 

Carmelita and I met on the main street 
of Enghien and talked, and before I knew 
it I had asked and been accorded permis- 
sion to call upon her at her home that 
evening. I decided, therefore, to postpone 
my moving into Paris until the next day. 


| was a pleasant evening. Carmelita 
introduced me to her father, a tall, 
broad-shouldered. man whom I put down 
for Spanish or, at the least, Basque, which 
is of the Pyrenees country—a sort of 
cross between Spain and France, though 
the inhabitants are supposed to be French. 
He bowed to me in a courtly fashion, his 
small piercing eyes looking me over the 
while, and his hand-clasp firm and a trifle 
lingering. There was a remembrance 
awakened in me by the man. I could not 
tell what the remembrance was, for the 
instant, but when he spoke I remembered. 

"[ have to thank you, monsieur, for so 
well taking care of ma petite,’ with an af- 
fectionate glance at Carmelita, “night be- 
fore last" He bowed gravely and 
courteously, but with his voice the scene 
of that night came back to me. It had 
been dark, and I could not see very well, 
but that voice! 

His voice! Surely it was the voice of 
the man who had stood over me with a 
knife, two nights before—the man whose 
sharp, rapid voice had sent his companions 
hurrying to their car at the approach of 
the soldiers. I could not be mistaken, I 
thought, and yet. . . 

Aíter all, the man was her father. Of 
that I could be sure, for there was a 
distinct family resemblance between them, 
one that nobody could have missed. And 
how could one believe that of her father. 
I bowed. 

“T am enchanted to make your acquaint- 
ance, sir, I said in the quaint French 
idiom. "Haven't we met before?” It was 
just a chance shot, of course, and it got me 
nowhere. 

I was rewarded by a sharp, long look 
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BOYS! from out of the smallish eyes under his 
bushy eyebrows. He answered slowly. 

“No-o, I think not. What makes you 
think so?" 


“Nothing,” 


BOYS! Boys! 
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I replied. “It was just an 





A fooling the teach- idea of mine. A wrong idea, I see." 
Minn or He nodded. “Unless, perhaps, you saw 


me at the Casino two nights ago. I was 
there—and saw your remarkable run of 
luck. One of the most remarkable I have 
ever seen. I congratulate you.” 

“Thank you,” I said. “It was remark- 
able. I don’t think it will ever happen 
again.” 

“Perhaps not. I hope you have taken 
good care of the money.” Was there a 
note of mockery in his words, that seemed 
so solicitous and friendly? I thought I 
detected it—still, it might have been simply 
my overwrought imagination. And yet. . . 

“Yes, I've put the money into the bank,” 
I replied, smiling at him. 

“The best possible place,” he nodded 
gravely. “And now, if you will excuse 
me, I have a few duties to attend to. My 
daughter will entertain you, I am sure.” 
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E bowed himself out of the room in 

courtly fashion. I turned to Carme- 

lita Perez. I was loath to believe it of 

her father, yet the thought recurred in my 
mind. Surely that was the same man. 

“Who were the men you were struggling 

with night before last—just before you 
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Tiffany Laboratories, 1129-H Hanna Bldg., Cleveland, O. was the struggle. I broke away from 
them. They are bad men.” 


I was quiet for a moment. 
very good friends of yours?" I asked at 
last. I disliked to think of her as being 
the intimate of thieves. 

Her face clouded. "I know them pretty 


"Are they 





E “Mrineras” well. Please do not question me any more, 
L GERIE - HOSE my friend,” she said. “I will sing for 
» 
you. 


Children's Play Cameo 
Thie k the easiest, most o make 
ult time: né i EX- 


PERIENCE NECESSARY: “Simply show 
our Beautiful "Princess" Garmente—and re- 


She sat down at the magnificent piano 
that occupied one whole part of the room, 


ceive your profits in advance: B. P. Perry struck the first chords of an old Spanish 
ED LU Ule song, and sang my heart away. 

LATEST STYLES AT FACTORY PRICES When I left that evening, she said to 
Janse! wicks, Territory makta re Tola me: “Charles . . . I may call you by 
so write y for Exclusive Agency. "ola. 5” 

your Christian name, may I not?” I 
ROBERTS-FRANK & CO. sadia camPiened —— 
1733 Irving Park Blvd, Dept. 5604 Chicago Mcr overjoyed. d T 
Of course . . . Carmelita. 
= Her whole face lighted up. “Thank 






you, Charles. I like you. We'll see each 
other again, will we not?” 
My heart leaped for joy. There are few 


girls in France or Spain who would be so 
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RC Ps peep plain-spoken, but Carmelita was always 
next three issues of a wonderful mag- different from anybody else. It was a 
azine that will teach you HOW to c T E : 
SELL and WHAT to sell—that will large part of:her charm, this outspoken- 
show you how to be independent of asd 
time clocks, bosses, fixed hours and ness. 


limited income—that will give you the — DOUBLE 


“A. , Uae te 4 ” 
and TRIPLE your present earnings—that will offer you As long as I have life left in me, I 


a thoussnd and one positions now open to ambitious | bowed. “Shall we have lunch in Paris 
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come with your father, I'll show you my 
new apartment." 

“T shall be happy to, Charles," she said 
prettily, and we arranged the appointment 
then and there. 
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This Tenor Banjo 
FREE 


WHEN YOU 
ENROLL 
This hand- 
some full size, 
professional ten- 
or banjo is yours. 
We want to make one 
thousand new friends 
thismonth. Wewantto 
present one of these won- 
derful delightful instru- 
ments as a gift to each of 
one thousand readers of this 
magazine—and here's why. 
Before becoming a professor 
and a lover of music, particular- 
ly the tenor banjo, Prof. Six 
yearned and yearned for the 
ossession of a genuine, pro- 
essional instrument, the same 
kind used by the big, successful 
professionals of the world. Now 
we want you to succeed. We 
want to helpfevery music-lover 
that we can, attain success, 
this. gift oller is made to pave the eu for you, and no 
us musical know ledge is MÀ one y 
or you! ot on! we start 
D M iul by olini 23 n with E 
ant thet you can compere, tp aay ear be A. 
re twenty. We years’ C 
al clubs of New York 
=r us don't Con you a lot of prin 
on. The 


to took tbat you n catch 
method is nf ilocent sap end bas lest de by man 


Piers to be the sim: 
—that is why we claim you'll be able to play in thirty minutes, 
us to the test. 


LES in 30 Minutes 
With My Picture Method 


Arthur Brisbane, the highest paid 
journalist in the world, once said 
that ''a single picture js worth a 
thousand words.’ He was right, for 
it stands to reason, when you take 
your instrument in ‘hand along with 
the actual photographs of the pro- 
fessor in action as your guide, it is 
easy to imitate and do the right 
thing. But that ha not — h 
We also furnis! 
Phonographic > asan additional 
Records Given guide, phonographic records of the 
essor's playing of the piece you are 
learning, isse MR ur thorough, printed ani lllastrated, 
easy-to-read Course. Doesn't t at, sound iss C Itis me eas 


i id sit here the lette 1 
f you could ere see the letters and ie simplast, ye Mr 


Dorit Send a Single Cent 















Investigate offer today. Don't put off until tomorrow 
because you might forget and miss this w erful oppor- 
tunity. It might be the turning ng point i in your career. 
Don’t asingle cent. Just drop or postal card 
will do—telling you are Snterested. "im receiving fall particulare about 
course to reserve one igen dollar, full size profes- 
sional for you, w! e asa 

Act quickly, because there -— not be ttt to go 
around for million or more readers of this not 


obligate you in any way. Therefore do not besitate—put in your reser- 
v now, this yd minuto. You will soon join = 

py army of en! finished 
o musicians. T 


E New York Academy of Music 
Studio 6204, 100 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 
Please rush free information relative to 
your Tenor Banjo Course and reserve a 
gift banjo for me. This obligates me in 
no way whatever. 


Send for my 

tells you how ina uo days r^ 3 
nate and correct coarse pores,black- 
heads, wrinkles, pimples, trece. 
excessive skin oiliness and ot! 
complexion blemishes, Also ds 
expert advice on how to make Inir 
beautiful and [how to develop oF 
reduce. Resul anteed. 
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WANTED—GIRLS, WOMEN 
LEARN GOWN DESIGNING 


Learn easily at home in spare moments, 
Designers—Creators earn 


$35.00 to $75.00 a week 


rT------ 


4 Franklin Institute 
Dept. G-640 
Rochester, N. Y. 
Rush to me AT ONCE 
free sample Gown 
lessons. 


Design and 
create your 
own gowns 4 
at big a 
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Only 28 years old 


and earning 15,000 
a year 


W. T. Carson left school at an early age to take a 
“job” in a shoe factory in Huntington, W. Va., at 
$12 a week. 

He worked hard and long and he had greater handi- 


caps than you will ever have. But he refused to 
quit. He made up his mind that he was going to 
et ahead in a big way and nothing could swerve him 
rom that resolve. 

Today W. T. Carson is owner and manager of one 
of the largest battery service stations in West Vir- 
ginia with an income of $15,000 a year. 

He gives full credit for his success to the Inter- 
national Correspondence Schools and says he still re- 
fers to the I. C. S. text-books. Just a few months 
ago the faculty of a large college in West Virginia 
called him in to demonstrate the principles of battery 
construction to a class in electricity. That shows 
how thoroughly he understands his work. 

If the I. C. S. can smooth the way to success for 
men like W. T. Carson, it can help you. If it can 
help other men to win promotion and larger salaries, 
it can help you. a 

At least find out by marking and mailing the cou- 
pon printed below. It won't cost you a penny or 
obligate you in any way to ask for full particulars, 
but that one simple little act may be the means of 
changing your entire life. , e 

Surely, W. T. Carson wouldn't be earning $15,000 
a year today if he hadn't found out about the I. C. S. 
when he did. 


Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 3152-C, Scranton, Penna. 

Without cost or obligation, pl send me a copy of 
your booklet, "Who Wins and Why," and full particulars 
about the course before which I have marked X: 

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 

usiness Management 

Industrial ment 

















Personnel Organization Better Letters 

raffic Management Card Lettering 
Business Law Stenography and Typing 

anking and Banking Law English 

ccountancy (including C.P.A. ivil Service 

Nicholson Cost Accounting Railway Mail Clerk 
Bookkeeping Common School Subjects 
Private Secretary High School Subjects 
Spanish Tllustrating 

ench Cartooning 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
Electrical Engineering JArchitect 
Electric Lighting Architects’ Blueprints 
IMechamical Engineer Contractor and Builder 
Mechanical Draftsman 
Practice 








Railroad Positions Structural Engineer 
as Engine rating hemistry Pharmacy 
Civil Engineer utomobile Work 
parvering and ing irplane Engines 
Metallurgy Mining Agriculture and Poultry 
Engineering O Radio matics 


p n —————— 
OO ADOBE... LR E E EE 
City.............. E86... errti ete te 


If you reside in Canada, send this coupon to the Interna- 
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian Limited, Montreal 


MIDGET NAME CARDS 


Trade Mark Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 
THE LATEST NOVELTY 50c. Per Book 


Each book confains $0 perfect little name cards, size 
1dax%, in genuine leatner case. Choice of black, 
fan, green or red. A perfect name card. 
Name in Old English type. Price complete 
$0c, name only. Send stamps, coin or 
money order. Satifaction guaranteed or 
money refunded. Agents Wanted, 


“Moles 


HOW TO BANISH THEM 
A simple, safe, home treat- 
ment—16 years’ successin my 
ractice. Moles (also Big 
rowths) dry up and drop 
off. Write for free Booklet. 


WM. DAVIS, M. D., 124-C Grove Ave., Woodbridge, N. J. 

















True Detective Mysteries 


I left her, treading on air, so elated was 
I. This charming, wholly adorable creature 
liked me. She had said herself. A 
whole new vista of life opened up before 
me. I knew that I would count the hours 
until I could hear her voice once more. 


so 


FI we were not to meet on the 
day appointed. A curious accident 
intervened. 

I got settled in my apartment early the 
next day, and embarked on a chemical 
experiment along lines on which I had 
long been working. Every chemist and 
chemical student knows how dangerous 
unknown and new experiments are. You 
never know when two apparently harmless 
chemicals are going to turn into a deadly 
explosive, or poison, when you put them 
together in certain proportions which have 
never before been attempted. It is always 
a hazardous business, and yet it is only in 
that way that the great chemical advances 
have been made. 

This is what happened to me: I mixed 
two chemicals (which shall here be name- 
less, for reasons which are international) 
in a retort. I had never heard of these 
two chemicals being mixed, and, for some 
reason, was curious to see what would 
happen. Nothing particular happened, ex- 
cept that the liquid that resulted was color- 
less, and had a peculiar acrid odor, which 
I could not account for. Then I had a 
further irrelevant idea, which I carried 
out immediately. 


I took a small portion of the liquid, 
poured it into a pan—there was just 
enough of it to cover the bottom of the 
pan, a fact, perhaps, to which I owe my 
life—and placed the pan over an alcohol 
light. It began to sizzle and crackle in a 
queer fashion. A light, bitter vapor came 
up in a thin stream from the bottom of 
the pan. 


I leaned over the pan the better to 
examine the mixture and to see what was 
happening. 

At once everything went blank before 
me. It was as though I ceased to exist. 
I might have been a stone, or a chair, or 
a cushion. I simply, from a standpoint of 
life, was extinct. 


Who is Carmelita Perez? Was Car- 
melita’s father the man who tried to 
murder Charles? But more important 
still, what happened to Charles when he 
unsuspectingly leaned over the chem- 
ical liquid? Further developments of 
this thrilling story will appear in the 
May issue of TRUE DETECTIVE 
MYSTERIES, on the news-stands April 
15th. Order your copy in advance, to 
make sure you get it. 


The Man Who Lost 
Himself 


(Continued from page 64) 


at least some part of the reward offered 
by the Western bank. 


Then I recalled that the superintendeat 
of the wall-paper factory had told me that 
Rankin had been seen on a train coming 
east from Kansas City just about the time 
of the Western robbery! 
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NOVELTY CUTLERY CO., B-1185, Canton, Ohio 


Ladies - Big Mone 


$40 weekly easily made selling needed article to women. 
Pay daily. No delivering. Sample goes in purse, Free 
instruction. Write Gottesman and Co., ept. 98 
Atlanta, Ga. 


NON-POISONOUS 
ANTISEPTIC 





Positively, the most effective an ever created 
for Feminine Hygiene. Women who it wili use no 
other—they recommend it to their friends. Immaculate 
cleanliness insured with this odorless, pot maii 
septic. Will not burn or injure delicate mem b 
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When 


Do you know. 
20 men? 
If you do- 
write me 


Men like you are making big money. You 
can doit, too. Show Harrison Clothing 
Styles (direct from Fifth Avenue) 
and take orders easily. Big repeat 
business follows. $40 values at 
$24.75 and $29.75 because we sell 
direct to the wearer. No middleman. 
One profit—$4, $5, $6—and that's 
yours. In advance. 

Send me your name and a few 
facts about yourself. I'll send you 
our elegant Spring Style Outfit with 
dozens of virgin-wool samples. You 
show ten, twenty or more men. "The 
more you show the more money you 
make. Write for the Sales Outfit 
today—It's FREE. 

Henry W. High, Pres. 
S. HARRISON BROS., Inc. 
Dept. D-31, 133-141 West 21st Street, New York, N. Y. 























Women Simply Cant Resist 
This Fast-Selling Line 7 


Just show women this exquisite dis- 
- of dress goods, silks, wash fabrics 
you can't keep them from buying. 
Men and women agents needed tod 
vote full or spare time. Good com 
sions. Average $40 to 385 a w 
1000samples furnished, Write quickly. 


THE NATIONAL. IMPORTIN o. 
Dept. R-38, 569-573 Mrondway. K- v.c. 
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Your friends will envy you the possession of this 

beautiful, high-grade dinner set. Given for a half 


hour's pleasant work, selling only 12 packages 
Hexine, nt 250 each, per premium catalog sent with outfit. 
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At last the hour arrived, 
the hour she had long 
dreamed of—just a few 
minutes, à few wordsand 
he was hers forever. He ~ 
chose her, in spite of the fact 
thatthereweremanyothersmora 
beautiful and talented. Her Secret as simple. irty 
says ago she had read an ama. new book entitled 
ascinating Womanhood,” which shows how any 
woman can attract men by using the simple laws of 
man’s psychology and human nature. She cou!d just 
as easily have fascinated any other man. You, 120, can can 
have this book; you, too, can enjoy the worship and. 
tion of men, and be the radiant bride of the 
man of your choice. Just cut out this ad, write your 
mame and address on the margin, and mail to us with 
will en bone piste book outlining these reveistions 
sen vg post in += gianna 
edge is power. pad c 
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True Detective Mysteries 


My time was my own, as I was on vaca- 
tion, so I continued on the Rankin case. 


THOUGHT of digging up the earth 

around his cabin in the woods, in hope 
of finding at least part of the money stolen 
this was a big job to tackle single-handed. 
from the Western bank, but I realized that 
I contented myself by stealing out to the 
deserted cabin and turning over the earth 
under the rough board floor, all without 
result, except for several large blisters 
on my hands, caused by my work with 
pick and shovel. 

Then I tried to trace him from Landis- 
ville, but no one seemed to know anything 
of his movements. Finally a farmer who 
lived not far from Rankin’s shack told me 
that his little son had been a great favorite 
with the hermit. 

“He sent the little fellow a nice card one 
Christmas, and also wrote him a letter at 
another time,” the farmer said. 

“Where from?” I asked eagerly. 


“Baltimore,” was the reply. 

“Any street address ?" 

“Don’t remember if there was," the 
farmer answered. “Of course the card 


and letter have been misplaced. But the 
letter was written on a letter-head of some 
one who made fancy lamp-shades. There 
was a picture of a lamp-shade printed with 
the name and address of the manufacturer. 
Think it was Baltimore Street, for I re- 
member it because the name of the street 
was the same as the name of the city.” 

I could learn nothing more, so I left 
Landisville for Baltimore. 

Here it was nothing more than a case 
of legwork again. I traveled Baltimore 
Street from end to end, hunting stores 
that handled fancy lamp-shades. 

In one of them, the proprietor, a Mr. 

:aass, told me he knew no one by the 
name of Rankin. But the description 
seemed to register with him, and when I 
produced the designs on the scratch paper 
he brightened up at once. 

“Yes, sure. I had a man here who did 
that sort of work a year or so ago,” he 
told me, speaking freely. "Can't just fix 
the date. His name was Homer Reynolds. 
He made the finest lamp-shades in the 
city, or rather I made them and he deco- 
rated them. Painted dragons, pagodas, 
Japs, and all sorts of things on them. I 
got fancy prices for the work he turned 
out. Sure wish he'd come back." 

Reynolds? What did this change of 
names mean? I wasted no time on the 
point tien. 

“Do you expect him back?" I 
to keep up Krauss' interest. 

“Said he'd be back. But he was a funny 
sort of fellow. Sometimes I thought he 
wasn't all there." And the storekeeper 
tapped his head. “He can go to work any 
time he comes back, for he makes designs 
that catch the women's eyes. I guess he'll 
show up all right, sooner or later, for he 
left his trunk here." 


asked, 


EN Krauss spoke of the trunk be- 
ing left with him, I could scarcely 
keep my feet on the ground. I felt as if I 
walked on air, for I was certain that this 
trunk held the secret of John Doe's identity. 
I now displayed my shield and told Krauss 
that I would have to open the trunk. I 
knew he liked the man whom he knew as 
Reynolds, so I said nothing against him, 
more than I had to. 
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Dream 
Come True! 
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Get the advantage of expert fne 
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Even if you never touched a Kanica 
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direction, you make rapid headway 
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- see how easy itis! 
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Without Changing Tires 


Good-Bye Tire Troubles! No More 
Wrestling With Tight Rims And 
Patching Tubes! Amazing Fluid Seals 
Punctures Automatically When They 
Happen! Sample Offer Free! 


Many Earn $15 To $30 A Day! 


HERE is an amazing new invention that 

makes any tire puncture proof —and 
adds 100 % to the joy of motoring. This 
wonderful, new, scientific discovery —the 
work of O. S. Nelson, of South Dakota— 
is called Aer-Pruf. Under test, it held air 
into an old tire punctured with 857 nails — 
without a single leak! It seals punctures the 
instant they happen—so that you go spin- 
ning along without even knowing you have a 
puncture! It does away with changing tires 
and patching tubes, either in the garage or 
on hot, dusty roads—in blazing sun, in 
drenching rains, on dark nights, in freezing 
snow storms! No wonder that demonstra- 
tors and spare time workers everywhere are 
reaping big, easy profits just showing Aer- 
Pruf to friends and motorists! 


Seals Punctures Automatically 
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harmless fluid that circulates through any 
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cost a cent. 
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True Detective Mysteries 


We dragged the trunk out from under a 
bench in the rear of the shop. 

"I'm handling this fellow's case, as his 
mind is a bit weak," I explained in a 
friendly manner. “And I'd like to open dà 

"Sure you can open the trunk," said 
Krauss. “Why not? The man is crazy 
who owns it. I know the fellow is vericht. 
He talks to himself like he has money in 
the bank. You may open the trunk. It’s 
all right with me." 


I tried several of the trunk keys which 





I always carried with me, but none of them . 


would open it. 


John Doe, like many other slightly de- 
mented people, was decidedly cunning. He 
had set in his trunk a real lock, replacing 
the weak lock with which the trunk was 
equipped when he bought it. I lost little 
time, however, with keys. When I real- 
ized that I was up against a real lock, 
I promptly forced it open, with the aid of 
a cold chisel and a hammer. I was so sure 
that the trunk contained something or other 
that would reveal the true identity of John 
Doe—Henry Rankin—Homer Reynolds— 
that I was too impatient to waste time 
picking locks. 

I threw the lid open and found a miscel- 
laneous assortment of what first impressed 
me as being nothing more nor less than 
rubbish. There was a confusion of papers, 
many of them covered with queer figures 
and designs of the kind which I now readily 
identified as John Doe's handiwork. 


In the tray in top of the trunk I discov- 
ered a large manila envelope, which con- 
tained a lot of newspaper clippings. Eagerly 
I scanned these, and I'm sure my eyes 
almost popped out as I picked up and read 
one clipping after another, each telling of 
a bank stick-up, and the successful escape 
of the lone robber. The dates ranged over 
a period of about three years, while geo- 
graphically the operations extended the 
length and breadth of the country. in 
every instance the modus operandi was 
exactly the same as in the case of the 
Suburban National Bank, except that 
the latter instance was the only one in 
which the thief had to commit murder in 
order to effect his escape with the loot— 
and was the only time he had been appre- 
hended. 


HEN I found the clipping that re- 

ferred to the hold-up of the Western 
bank which I had in mind, I knew that I 
had been correct in all my deductions. 
But, as usual, something more was to be 
desired—I hadn’t as yet learned the real 
name of John Doe. Eagerly, but none the 
less carefully and systematically, I went 
through all the papers in the trays of the 
trunk. I rather expected to find nothing 
but discarded clothes in the lower part. 


Finally I picked up a little, old, discol- 
ored newspaper clipping, unimportant-look- 
ing in itself. But it proved to be the one 
big discovery. It was a news item telling 
of the sale of a piece of real estate by 
the Sheriff of Lawrence County, Ohio. 
The home of Frank Richards had been 
sold by the Sheriff, and Richards and his 
family dispossessed, the article explained; 
and all because the money which Richards 
had saved to pay the mortgage on his home 
had been lost when the Farmers' and 
Drovers’ Bank had failed, a few months 
earlier, 


The whole matter was now quite clear 
to me, but I determined to verify my 
theory by a trip to Lawrence County, 
Ohio. I would complete my examination 
of the contents of the trunk, and then be 
on my way. 

But I was due for another surprise. 
When I lifted the tray of the trunk I 
found not a lot of discarded clothes, but 
bundles and bundles of bank-notes, some 
of them evidently unused, although others 
were well worn. There must have been a 
quarter of a million in cash before my very 
eyes. From the bands around the unused 
ones, I readily learned the name of the 
bank issuing them—the bank I figured 
they had been stolen from. The Western 
bank which I had in mind, was one whose 
notes were in the trunk. 

It later developed that Joe Doe had 
robbed many banks, but never had spent 
any of the stolen money. His reason will 
be apparent presently. The fruits of his 
efforts were all in the trunk when I found 
it, and ultimately they were returned to 
their rightful owners. 


A trip to Lawrence County, Ohio, imme- 
diately revealed to me everything I wanted 
to know. John Doe's real name was Her- 
bert Richards. His father had been finan- 
cially ruined as a result of the failure of 
the Farmers’ and Drovers’ Bank some 
ten or twelve years before. The disgrace 
of being turned out of their home preyed 
on the sensitive mind of Herbert Richards, 
then a young man, until he became a bit 
irrational. He was of a moody tempera- 
ment normally, and regarded as a dreamer 
even in his early youth. His friends in 
those days predicted that he would achieve 
fame as an artist or painter, as he seemed 
intended by nature for such a career. De- 
jected and despondent, he left home shortly 
after the Sheriff had dispossessed the 
family, and had never since been heard of. 


ITH the case worked out to the end, 
I returned from my “vacation.” 
“Good morning, Chief,” I saluted cheer- 
fully when I reported back for duty. 
"Back on the job and all pepped up," 
commented the Chief, none too pleasantly. 
"Suppose you're ready to jump right in 
and find out the correct name of John 
Doe." 


"I've learned all about him," I almost 
shouted, I was so elated with my success. 
"He's a poor unfortunate whose mind 
cracked under the strain when a bank out 
in Ohio busted and ruined his father. He's 
been seeking revenge ever since, sticking 
up banks all over the country. His loot 
was never spent, but just packed away in 
a trunk, which I have located and im- 
pounded. He robbed only because he held 
banks responsible for all his troubles, and 
he wanted to punish them. My investiga- 
tion will save him from the electric chair, 
for I know all about him, He's a nut, 
sure enough. He changed his name sev- 
eral times, but like most persons who as- 
sume names, he retained his own initials. 
He has been known as Henry Rankin and 
Homer Reynolds, but his real name is 
Herbert Richards. I started out to find 
out his real name, and I got it." 

"And made one for yourself," the Chief 
added, a complete change evident in his 
attitude toward me. “Yes, Mullane, you've 
made a name for yourself—and the De- 
partment, Fine work!" 
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FOR TITLES TO THIS 
BLACK JACK PICTURE 
8 cash prizes will be paid as follows: 


TeE'PERÉ SL. ENDS VES. 

2nd PH9s. De. Leere bine 250 
Sed: Prisà,. uus 100 
Ath Prise... . 4 ee ta ess 50 


5th to 8th Prizes ($25 each). .100 


Here's fun for every member of the family. This 
icture needs a title. Perhaps chewing Black 
Jack and enjoying its good old licorice flavor, 


* 


although not a condition of this contest, will 
help you to find the winning title that fully 
expresses the story this picture tells. Every- 
body residing in the United States or Canada is 
eligible except employees of the manufacturers 
of Black Jack Chewing Gum. 


- RULES œ- 


1: Each entry must contain a title suggestion in 
10 words or less and the name and address of 
the sender. 2: Contestants may submit as many 
answers as they wish. In sending in ien 
titles white paper or the reverse side of Black 
Jack wrappers may be used. 3: All entries for 
this contest must be sent to "Black Jack Titles,” 
Dept. 4, American Chicle Company, Long 





Island City, New York, and must be in before 
midnight May 25th, 1927. Winners to be an- 
nounced as soon thereafter as possible. 4: Each 
entry must be sent first class mail, postage pre- 


paid. 5: Originality of thought, cleverness of 
idea, and clearness of expression and neatness 
will count. 6: The judges willbe a committee 
appoints by the makers of Black Jack and 
their decision will be final. If there are ties, 
each tying contestant will be awarded the prize 
tied for. ' 


Study the picture. Think of Black Jack's deli- 
cious licoriceflavor. "Then send in your title or 
titles on plain whitepaperthesizeof a Black Jack 
wrapper (234x3) or on a Black Jack wrapper. 
Contest closes at midnight, May 25th, 1927. 
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